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FOREWORD 

We are all dimly aware that tbe drama oE life 
ia greater than we knov. A conversation here, 
a caanal incident there, the swift touch of a stran- 
ger's personality that leaves us other than we were, 
— such things strike at times into the deeper con- 
sciousness uninvaded by most outward happenings, 
and we recognise hints o£ hidden relations which 
below our kea are woiMng ont on a vast scale the 
charaoter that is destiny. Hamlet, passing wistful 
through the play that bears his name, is to as evi- 
dently the central figure in the movement of events : 
to himself he seems spectator only of a drifting 
stream of alien circumstance. There may, for aught 
we know to the contrary, exist witnesses of the hu- 
man drama to whom the significant rdlea and the 
crucial moments appear where we should never look 
for them. As we move onward, shadow - beset, 
through the mysterious play of the actual, the plot 
is not for our discerning ; we can but trust, a little 
bliudly, that some plot is there. 

Art, impassioned for unity, ia constantly driven 
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to invent a plot where she perceives none. Desir- 
ous not to diacnss life, but to present it, she must 
eliminate, suppress, reduce the scale and hasten the 
time. How small a portion of the sum total of for- 
mative experience can even the most prolix and 
analytical novel show to us ! How many of those 
wider reactions which, after all, form a large part of 
living, it must wholly ignore ! The intellectual life, 
above all, that life so quick within us, fiction can 
hardly reveal at all. Man loving it can show, man 
hating, man in action ; man thinking, only rarely, 
and by a tour dejbrce. 

Indeed, literature in general presents thought 
mainly in the arrested conclusions of philosopher or 
critic, — projected far from personality as it were, 
detached, abstract. Yet thought, as we know it, is 
most vivid as first generated ; irradiate with per- 
sonality, it flashes from mind to mind. It occupies 
itself largely, to be sure, with those matters which 
we falsely call impersonal, — with our relations to 
race, to nation, to spiritual realities, to the social 
whole ; but the process of adjusting these relations 
is to mauy people the most significant part of their 
life-story. May not art, for once, abandon the at- 
tempt at formal plot in quest of a wider suggestive- 
ness ? May it not at the same time, refusing to re- 
treat on the abstract and completed, seek to present 
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the stir and play of the inner life through scenes 
taken full size, as it were, from that larger drama 
of the common thought which involves ub all? 
Surely one may hope that such scenes, fragmentary 
though they must be, will possess interest for the 
minority, since they may present, with a truthful- 
ness possible in hardly any other way, certain phases 
in the experience of a modem seeker. 
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CHAPTER I 
T tTM UBTEMEtt 



When Hilda Lathrop waa a little thing, oot more 
than ten years old, she used to wonder why it hurt 
so much to be very happy that one oould not bear 
the pain, and bad to run away. She remembered 
one special day in psrtioiilar long afterward, when 
she was a grown woman. She and her mamma of 
the beautiful, mom^ing eyes were walking with 
another lady in a narrow road that led between 
moss^rown, ferny walls, above the head of the lake 
of Geneva. The child felt dimly the presence of the 
wonderful blue below, gleaming like the turqnoise 
ring on her wee finger, of the soft violet tones 
through which played the green of Alpine pastures 
in the distant Alps of Savoy, of the battlemented 
Dent du Midi, that rose, a serrated, snow-flecked 
rampart, cutting into the sky at the extremity of the 
lake. But, child-like, though she noticed these things 
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she took more conscioue glee in the fairy delicacy of 
the fem-clusters nestling on the old stone wall. Sud- 
denly, however, the wall opened, and they stepped 
out into the wide free meadows that sloped down- 
ward to the water. The ladies exclaimed with de- 
light ; for in the fine deep grass there swayed gayly 
on vigorous stem radiant hosts, not of golden daf- 
fodils such as Wordsworth saw, but of starry nar- 
cissus. Fragrance, penetrating, elusive, filled the 
air ; the small Hilda stood knee-deep in flowers ; 
they danced on a bank above her, a white glory 
against the violet hills, they swept as far as eye 
coold see, glistering leagues of distance beneath the 
white shining of the snows. 

" See, little daughter I " cried the mother, with a 
smile in her mourning eyes. 

The child stood stock-still for an instant, gazing; 
then something caught her breath, and she felt as 
it were a terrible pressure. Was it ecstasy ? Was 
it suffering? She could never teU, in later years. 
She only knew that she turned abruptly and scam- 
pered away, — catohing sight as she ran of her own 
little red stockings, queerly mixed with the green 
and white of the shining pasture, — back to the safe 
shelter of the lane, where with her small person all 
athrob, she betook herself to chasing a lizard. 

" Does n't the child care for flowers ? " she heard 
her mother's friend say. 

*' Care for them ? She adores them I She 'b al- 
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ready beginnuig to eketch them, and very dwutily 
too, in her little sketch-book. I can't imagine what 
makea her behave bo," was the answer. 

" Not oiffe for flowers 1 " Why, the brief vision, 
Toluntarily foregone, of that intense shining of blos- 
soms was with Hilda Lathrop through her lifetime, 
— a joy ever ready to be summoned, in gray and 
sordid hours, by that " inward eye which is the bliss 
of solitude." 

Why then had she " behaved so " ? That was the 
question some one asked her long years afterward, 
when she told this childish recollection, half langh- 
ing, half sighing, as they sat by the fire at Langley 
House, — idle, for a wonder, — one chilly autumn 
day. 

" I suppose it might have been simply the long- 
ing for the personal fulfilment," mused Hilda, her 
keen clear face softened to gentleness by the play 
of the firelight : " Even a child feels that, I think. 
And of course, as one grows older, there is almost 
a sense of outr^e mingling in the pain with which 
we find that we are never to be satisfied by ' the 
time and the place and the loved one, all together.' " 

"I'minchned to think," rejoined the other, *' that 
it was something nobler : part of the ever-revived 
pang of the idealist. Unusual beauty always hurts, 
because it quickens * the longing for something afar 
from the sphere of our sorrow.' You often felt the 
same thing, didn't you, as you grew older?" 
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" Oh yes ! And more and more often. The 
inatinctive reooJl from happiaeBS shaped my life. 
Once aboye all " — 

She stopped abruptly. Her fine, firm artist's 
hand waa lifted to her forehead. Presently she 
continued : — 

" But I think there is another explanation, though 
I don't know that I can make it clear." Kot, she 
went on to say, the presence of one exclusively be- 
loved, but the presence of all men, had ever been, 
so she believed, the substance of her unconscious 
desires. What she had felt was simply the longing 
for nntramm^ed fellovship in the experience of 
supreme beauty. Thecravingfor joyof awholerace 
sorrowing and dispossessed throbbed at such times 
in her heart, and the great hunger of the disinher- 
ited, of the solitary, of those in cities pent, wdghed 
heavy though unrecognized upon her. Thus her 
own small person, confronted by a beauty that 
transcended her power as an individual to compass, 
yet racked by a sense of illimitable need vibrating 
along her every nerve, fled in despair, routed, help- 
lees, unable to endure the conflicting strain. 

Well 1 It may have been so. Certainly few peo- 
ple have been more likely to respond to a mystical 
influence of this sort than Hilda Lathrop. She was 
one of those rare persons to whom deepest reality 
can only come through fellowship with the general 
experience, whether of joy or pain. Her whole 
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natDre was pttsEdonately atluret for perfection, yet 
perfection, attained in solitude, was imperfect to 
her, and her veiy thirst drove her away from thoee 
lonely uplands where pilgrims of the Ideal pan 
one the other unheeding, rapt in the upward gaxe, 
down to the crowded plains of conunon life. Every 
age has known natures so enlarged in consoioosneaB 
that th^ live first and most intensely in the move- 
ment of the race, of the times, of some special cause 
seeking its victory on earth : hut perhaps in the 
past we shonld find such people chiefly among those 
whom the world calls public characters, its states- 
men or preachers or poets. Surely, it is a sign that 
the spiritual democracy which we long for has really 
been bom among us that there are coming to be 
many of these natures in private life also. Their 
Buffering is great, — great also their privilege. Be- 
cause Hilda Lathrop was one of them, certain phases 
in her experience have seemed worth recording. 

The child came naturally by a consciousness sen- 
sitive to the larger human need. For her father had 
been one of those men of the last generation, — a 
type just then becoming common, — to whom tho 
possession of a pleasure or a beauty unshared was, 
paradoxically as it seemed to most people, a source 
of keen suffering. This feeling determined his life. 
He was a clergyman of the Church of England, liv- 
ing and working by choice in the east end of a 
great city, and the little Hilda, bom in a sordid 
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street where the thiongs were stifling at night and 
morning, breathed for the flret few years of her life 
the air of the slum. Her father, on whose life she 
brooded often in later years, was not an intellectual 
man. He read little, and thought, so far as words 
indicate thought, even less. Allegiance to his bish<^ 
and loyalty to the principles of the Anglican Churdi 
constituted the life of his mind ; but the life of his 
heart reached into the Infinite. It was in caring for 
the poor through a tenement-house summer, when 
Hilda was eiz years old, that he came to his death. 

Hilda's mother could never fuUy love the poor 
after that. Indeed, perhaps she had never loved 
them much. She was a finely wrought American 
^rl, sprung from the people, but representing a 
second generation bom in prosperity. Her grand- 
father had led a pinching lite of effort and self- 
denial; her father had entered with keen relish on 
the enjoyment of material luxury ; it remained for 
her to seek with equal zest life's choicer and more 
spiritnal joys. She was full of delicate instincts 
and finest sentiments, a good amateur in painting, 
ardently religions, — a creature to whom self-cul- 
ture was a duty, one who made of living an exqui- 
nte art. 

Isabel Howard's friends bad thought her tihrown 
away when she married that rather dull, silent man, 
Philip Xiatbrop ; but she loved him, with an emo- 
tion th^ idealized rather itself than its - object. 
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After bis death, she immediately took Hilda to the 
eontiDent : and the child's life, from six to sixteen, 
was spent in very lovely places, and among quite 
unworldly people, travelling English and Ameri- 
cans, who made a serious eult of the beautiful. They 
moved about, these cultured, innocuous, expatriated 
men and women, in a phantom world of charming 
memories, perpetuated by charming art. They lived 
in the light of stars which had long become extinct, 
— as astronomy teaches us that we may all be doing 
in a measure, — and their sphere of existence was a 
sort of dream-limbo, remot« from heaven, earth, or 
hell. Here and there might be met one who had 
achieved a minor reputatiou in art or letters, but 
for the most part they valued appreciation above 
achievement, and in aJl their activities they were 
engaged m reaping a feeble aftermath in the fields 
where the great harvest of humanity had been gar- 
nered long ago. 

Mrs. Lathrop was entirely content in this life ; 
but it came to pass that a curious sense of unreality 
pervaded Hilda's girlhood, as they moved about, 
drawn by beauty or historic interest or the words 
of some art critic, as impulse led the way. The 
girl, who had inherited her mother's artistio gifts, 
readily acquiesced in the dream that she should 
become an artist, and studied here and there in a 
desultory fashion, — but they never settled for long. 
In all their wanderings, it was the figure of the 
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mother whicb had most endaring importance to the 
childish eyes, yet even tiiia figure at times lacked 
actuality. Mrs. Lathrop never knew a more ardent 
lover than her little daughter. An exquisite charm, 
indeed, as of one who had known all the seduction s 
of the world and had renounced them, clung aroond 
Philip Liathrop's widow. Her daughter in later life, 
when her eyea seldom rested on beauty, would at 
timee send a docile imagination wandering back- 
ward, on the paths which memory t^ned. She 
wookl visit the delicate luxury of the Alhambra, 
with trc^ioal vegetation around and white peaks 
shining far away, or would muse among the mighty 
eolomns of a Grreek temple by the shimmering Sici- 
lian sea. And the centre of the landscape was ever 
her mother's figure, — slender, dark-robed, wistful, 
sharing that air of fellowship with the world of 
dreams, which, to Hilda, great beauty always had. 

The little g^rl knew a happy, though perhaps not 
a normal, childhood. Painful shyness cooperated 
with the nomadic conditions of their life to shut 
her off from intercourse with other children, but the 
sense of isolation encompassed her not unpleasantly. 
Her consciousness was filled with high Alpine pas- 
tures in blossom, with cathedral aisles and porches, 
wiUi ruioB ^;idnst blue Italian skies, and the rose- 
flame of flowering almond-trees. As she grew older, 
it seemed to her in brooding hours that all which 
men had suffered and achieved from the dawn of 
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history was gathered within her spirit. Owing to 
avidity in miscellaneons reading, and to sundry ex- 
periences of hotel life, the world held, theoretically, 
few secrets for the girl of fifteen. She had never 
known love or sluune or anguish, and she recognized 
in these the revelations by which the race raiters 
into knowledge of the Mysteries ; but a curions feel- 
ing of aloofness, increased by her intention to hold 
toward life the impersonal attitude of the artist, 
convinced her that the old road trodden by the feet 
of passing generwticxis was not for her. Intellect 
and imagination served as a sort of minor, reflect- 
ing the bewildering phantasmagoria (rf ezistenoe. 
Hilda was not yet competent to distinguish reflec- 
tion from reality, and her premature entrance into 
sympathetic knowledge of the human struggle, while 
no experience had as yet touched her own being, en- 
hanced the sense of deficient actuality, of insincerity 
in the very act of living, which slowly awoke in her 
as time advanced, and continued to torment many 
years ol her youth. 

When Hilda was sixteen, Mrs. Lathrop yielded 
to the entreaties of her relatives and sent her daugh- 
ter borne, to be educated in America. Dreamy 
Hilda found herself caught up into the midst of a 
large, energetic, and affectionate family connection. 

They all bendldered her, — these men, so kindly 
in tbeir own families, yet otherwise so frankly ah. 
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Borbed in " basmess " and the newspapers, — these 
women, with their capitally managed establishments, 
their literary cinbs, their charitable committees, — 
these girls, of so elastic a vigor, who turned with 
easy assurance from society to philanthropy, and 
again to what seemed to Hilda really advanced 
studies. *' The positive, the present ; " she was be- 
coming dimly aware of the existence of such things, 
aware also that her own life bore slight relation to 
them. She tried to throw herself into her cousins* 
pursuits, athletic, intellectual, social ; but those old 
enemies, the sense of unreality and of isolation, were, 
she soon found, neither soothed nor exiled by this 
new existence preoccupied with personal, interests 
pressing to immediate ends. Rather, they grew, as 
the months passed on, into a clearly recognized dis- 
tress. No longer a tranquil inhabitant of her old 
dreamland, not yet a dramatis persona in the play 
of life around her, she moved on her pilgrim way 
through a reahn o£ shadows, wondering whether they 
were not substantial, and she perhaps the shade. 

It was during the four years at a woman's college, 
where, new conditions having obscured for the time 
her old impulse toward the arts, she now decided to 
study, that the spell was first in a measure broken, 
and the keen oonsoiousness of the actual stung her 
with healthful joy and pun. Not the intellectual 
activities of the place, though they meant something 
to her, but the personal relations which it offered. 
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broaght her tbia great gift. Here she learned for 
the first time that individuals can be as exciting as 
cathedrals. In the presence of her new friends, — 
vivid young American women, each of whom ap- 
peared to her almost extraordinarily interesting, — 
her old dreaminess vanished, and she felt the plea- 
sure of exploring, not only no longer a distant past 
but a present full of vistaa toward the future. Hers 
was only the little world as yet, — a world peopled 
by those few predestined spirits who in some mys- 
tery of psychologic law emerged from the wavering 
throngs encompassing her path, and struck from 
her nature the electric Bash of recognition. The 
great world lay beyond in the shadows, — that world 
of all humanity with which as a whole we must enter 
into consoious relation, would we escape failure in 
life. " To this greater world," — so wrote Hilda in 
her Journal many years later, — *' To this greater 
world where true reality awaits us, the little wotld 
of persons especially beloved is but the ante-chamber. 
Certain arid mortals never enter even this ante- 
chamber of love ; many a man and woman linger 
there, penetrating no further. To a few rare spirits 
like St. Francis, it is granted to spring at once from 
the sense-world of careless pleasure into the com- 
pelling presence of the greater passion. But the 
normal path leads us, almost insensibly as life goes 
on, through the ante-chamber entered in youth into 
the glory of the temple which is our true abiding- 
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place. Personal friendsliips are the steps to tliat 
Altar whei-eon bums forever tlie sacrificial flame of 
deTOti<») to all men." 

It was after her college years vere over, however, 
that Hilda entered into the fall heiitage of her 
womanhood ; and the much-ooveted " reality," when 
it eame, brought her pangs so heartrending that she 
would have fled with putitude to her old gentle 
oountry of reflected emotions. She was summering 
abroad with her mother when she first met Lawrence 
Fei^Bon ; for Mrs. Lathrop had yielded to the 
fataEty of temperament, and established herself in 
a home on the Fiesolaa heights. Surely no more 
enchanting spot could have been found in Europe 
than the old convent, still known as the Villa of the 
Blessed Ones ; at least, so thought Dorothy Gerard, 
Hilda's best-beloved college friend, who had come 
to Italy with her after their graduation. So abo 
evidently thought the young Cambridge fellow, res^ 
less, radical, given to paradox, who spent the best 
ene^es of his Italian holiday in brooding over the 
social injuatioes of England. Day a^r day, as the 
heat began to wane, he would climb the hill, sit 
gazing out over the soft Tuscan plain, and talk to 
Hilda — while he looked at Dorothy. Talk, not 
of primitive art nor of historic associations, but of 
latter-day problems in the great industrial centres, 
of the wrongs of the workers, the ineptitude of the 
competitive system, and the keen hopes for a new 
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social order in the near future astir in the breasts 
of his comrades. 

Dorothy was well worth looking at. Her dusky 
loYelineBB was of that subtle and almost hidden order 
which ^ves its every admirer the pleasant illusion 
that he is the first to discover it. She was a girl who 
herself misto(^ the stirrings of sensitive emotions 
as yet unsatisfied for philosophic dqith and spir- 
itual unr«8t. Her innocent self-deception was shared 
by all her friends, especially by Hilda. The two had 
first been drawn together by their common religious 
sadness, an a^osticism which they could not escape, 
but which weighed heavily upon them ; Hilda would 
have been amazed indeed to learn that Dorothy's 
sorrowful questionings arose from indolence as much 
as from sincerity, and that the unutterable things 
hinted by her troubled brow and thoughtful, trem- 
ulous lips, could never be uttered, — because they 
were not there. 

Both girls listened spell-bound to Lawrence Fer- 
guson. His militant, brilliant socialism, the large- 
ness of bis outlook, the moral passion expressing 
itself rather in satire than in sentiment, were new to 
them. Wide hoiizons, as be spoke, opened beyond 
the far line of the Tuscan hills, even to the City of 
Brotherhood, distant, alluring, fairer than Florence 
herself. HUda, excited, eager, gave him qnick re- 
sponse, ailment for argument, ideal beyond ideal. 
Dorothy sat silent, and looked her wonderful look. 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



14 A LISTENER IN BABEL 

" Do you not think Miss Gerard very beautiful ? " 
asked Hilda softly one evening. 

" Beautiful ? " responded Ferguson, witli a touch 
of surprise, " I sbould hardly think she would be 
called so. That's the least of it. It 's hermind that 
strikes one, you know. I never met anybody whose 
conversation impressed me so much ; " his ugly, 
intelligent face lightened as he spoke. 

Despite her admiration for her friend, Hilda was 
amused ; Dorothy, when Perguson was present, 
rarely spoke a word. Perhaps the pang which 
mingled with her amusement revealed something to 
her ; but indeed, Hilda was not a woman to whom 
self-deception was easy. To love, in a nature like 
hers, is more significant than to be beloved, and 
she felt no shame in recognizing that she cared for 
Ferguson, — only a profound excitement, and, in 
the beginning, a glad sense of coming to her own. 
It was the best of the man that stirred her so pro- 
foundly ; below his surface whims and cynicisms, 
she perceived a nature more richly dowered with 
intellectual force and also with large and noble 
aims than she had ever met before. His presence 
made the whole world her home, — a substantia], 
brightly lighted region, seething with glorious pos- 
sibilitiea and with bitter needs. 

How the story went on from this point can only 
be guessed ; little was ever known, even by Hilda's 
nearest intimates, in later years, of this which would 
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have seemed to the novelist the detenmning expe- 
rience of her life. Certain it is that the autumn 
saw Dorothy and Lawrence betrothed, and that 
Hilda, through the long sununer weeks, had acted 
as confidant to a very modem and refractory pair 
of lovers. Perguson, lai^e-sighted and even dog- 
matic where broad social issues were ctmoemed, 
proved a veritable Handet in his perplaxit^ as to his 
own mind. His attraction toward Dorothy, though 
strong, was at first hardly a compelling force ; he 
would neither woo her nor forget her. 

" I think I could give up all hope of winning her, 
if I were only sure I really loved her," he grumbled 
ruefully to Hilda. 

*' If that is your state of mind," she flashed back, 
intent on her friend's dignity, "you would certainly 
better go away at once." 

But Ferguson would not go away ; and Hilda, 
with perverse resolution and unfailing self-control, 
bent herself to holding the im^e of her friend be- 
fore his eyes ; nor was it hard to fix the eyes of any 
man npon an image so fair. As for Dorothy, that 
she loved Ferguson had been to her friend an open 
secret from the first, but had Hilda been less pre- 
occupied with her own tumultuous struggle, she 
might easily have realized that her friend, stirred 
and swayed by Ferguson till her emotions all but 
outran control, yet responded rather to his personal 
magoetlBm than to his nature as a whole. In the 
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one girl, passion was intense rather tliao profoand, 
an irresistible, dominating force; in the other, 
though it penetrated to the very sources of life 
itself, it was under the stem control of intelligence 
and of will. Hilda's love for Dorothy had till now 
been the strongest feeling she had known ; she was 
oonvineed that her friend's best chance for happi- 
ness and peace lay in nuuri^e with Fergnson. She 
was aware that the nun at times gravitated toward 
herself, and that a little effort on her part, a warmw 
show of interest, a subtle change in attitude, mif^t 
hare turned the scale. With gayety, sympathetic 
tact, and unfailing resolution, she kept on her way. 
What forces impelled her, beside affection for her 
friend, let those say who understand a character that 
thrin l t n from joy as from something alien to ite 
mortal destiny, and feels, it knows not why, that it 
must work out it« fate alone. Perhaps Hilda's sacri- 
fice was a blunder : it would not be the first nor last. 
fie these things as they may, the loverB by autumn 
had thrown hesitation and introspection to the 
winds, and, very much surprised at themselrea, 
were absorbed in ecst&sies simple as those of villa^ 
lad or lass. Hilda was free for the only satisfaction 
left her to otave, — solitude. 

Solitude, but not inaction. If the vociferous By- 
ronic mood is no longer in vogue among unhappy 
young people, the fashion of a Teuf elsdrookh, eating 
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oat bis grim heart in restless silent wanderings, has 
also passed away. Myriad activitieB crisply oi^aa- 
ized, summon ns on every side ; powerful natures, 
when the weltscAmerz of youth grips them, settle 
on some of these, and stupefy the clamors of sorrow 
with the whirring of the wheels of work. Such as- 
suredly was Hilda's instinct ; she was not a woman 
to allow her outer energies to be sucked into the 
dark gulf of pain at the heart of her. During her 
last year at college, the old attraction toward art 
study had reawakened : she had decided, to her 
mother's delight, to enter in the autumn an art 
school in Paris. This plan she now quietly carried 
out ; the work was bard, healthful, interesting, and 
she devoted herself t» it with all her vigorous vital- 
ity. Conoeming the inner drama of the years thus 
spent, no one ever knew much. Modem girls, at 
least of Hilda's type, consume their own smoke, and 
no one guesses at the fire within. Through an 
occasional musing passage in her journal, however, 
something may be inferred ; still more, perhaps, 
from her long silences. There can be no question 
that despite her loneliness, the old miat-like sense 
of being an Undine creature, mysteriously set apart 
from the common lot, melted at this time, finally 
and forever, from the shrouded mount^s of her 
sonL She stood henceforth in ru^;ed, substantial 
humanity, a woman among women : this, almost at 
once, she recognized as a good, even though her 
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spirit-landsoape were ever to be, as she tlien thought, 
scarred and bureu. 

** Mi§ery mftkee no records," we read in the jonr* 

The next entry some months htter : — 

" How one seems shot off firom life, when shut off 
from joy \ But perhaps this is i]lusioii. I seem to 
see that denial may be no negation, but the most 
positire experience life offers." 

But again, with swift reaction : — 

" Life may open, and close, within three months. 
Experienoe ia over : remains ghosthood." 

She was twent^-flTe years old when she wrote 
this. A little later we find an entry in gentler 
mood; — 

" How often I hare beard my dear mother say 
that a sensitive person appreciates life most fully in 
the absenoe of primal passions I She has always 
enjoined economy in emotions, always pointed out 
that in gray weather one sees the finer, subtler facts 
in natare, while in bright sunshine one is oonsoions 
chiefly of the irradiatiiig light. I need to like that ; 
I tried to keep n^ oonscionsnesB sober and pure, 
serene enough to receive like calm water the refleo- 
tions which high winds destooy. . . . Well I I shall 
have chance mough for a life of half-tones now. No 
great romance, no commanding passions, no high 
heroisms, will ever be for me." She showed a friend 
that passage, laughing, one day many years later. 
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** Wben did the human need become a real thing 
to you, not a phrase?" some one aaked her once. 

She hesitated, a shadow crossed her face. But 
the question came, as she knew, from no idle talker, 
but from a Btorm-tossed young mind, and she re- 
adied presently with full, grave directness : — 

" I can tell you exacUy. It was one night in 
Paris. I was fighting a personal pain, and it was 
sharp. I had not tried to aleep. The moonlight 
flooded the city, — a waning moon, near dawn. I 
rested my arms on my window-sill, and looked up 
at the towers of Notre Dame. You rem^nber the 
great demon who leans on the parapet, looking out 
over the oit^ ? I felt a hunger for companionship 
with him, and I sent a whisper floating up to the 
face of that mighty cliff, wrought hy hnman hands : 
* I suffer,' I said to the demon ; and I thou^t Z 
beard his answer : ' I have seen others,* be said. 

llien somehow I b^;an brooding on all that be 
had seen, and on the pain of that great place. I 
let my mind wander through hoose after house, 
street after street, till it bad explored tbe whole 
oity. I seemed to hear the moaning tide of human 
misery surging back and forth. And slowly, I can 
hardly explain how, I became aware how little, in 
all tiiat city full of sorrow, sprang from the source 
that had been most grievous to me, — the clamor 
of the heart, the cry of life denied. Large, unre- 
corded, unromantic griefs pressed close to my spirit ; 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



20 A LISTENER IN BABEL 

porerfy, debt, sickness, — bid. And all of a sudden 
it came to me that sufiering of the kind that made 
me keep my vigil waa a luxury which only the pros- 
perous could afford. Of the wider, the more basal 
facts of actual human life, I knew nothing. 

*' A memory flashed across me then," Hilda went 
on with a slight tremble in the voice : " it showed 
me a rude crucifix, high in the Tyrol Alps. I was 
suddenly shocked to feel how far was my selfish pain 
from that great Sorrow. I felt exiled, and my sense 
<^ exile added a new pang to my grief. An unspeak- 
able longing seized me to draw near to the sorrow- 
ing heart of the world, that so — " She broke off 
there. She was always a reticent woman in religions 
matters. 

She resumed in a moment, with a tone buoyant, 
though low. 

" That waa really the opening of a new life to 
me. For the sense came then in the midst of present 
Tptaa of a long journey yet to travel, — of unknovm 
regions to explore in which my very hurt had given 
me the right of way. I was very wretched still, but 
I had the instinct that my wretchedness was not an 
end but a banning." 

Surely, it waa a woman of valiant nature who 
thus, in her own extremity, fled to the sad heart of 
humanity, and found, if not comfort, yet enlarge- 
ment of spirit, as she rested there. But with all 
her philosophy, — which was as much, perhaps, as 
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mortal ever exercised in presence of an nitreqaited 
love, — Hilda Latbrop would have been amazed to 
learn that this so absorbing experience of lore and 
loss was only the prelude to' the real drama of her 
existence, — a clearing the way for the entrance of 
those larger interests which were to control her 
stnmgest years, and make tbem full and rich beyond 
her childish dreamings. Yet so it was to be, — and 
BO it is with many a man, yes, wiUi many a woman, 
even, — romancers to the contrary notwithstanding. 
Bat her true life she was not to discover yet, though 
some prefiguring of it fell upon her, aa from a cloud 
filled with sunlight before sunrise, while her pride 
in separation yielded to a longing for fellowship as 
she brooded that night in her misery over the city 
lit with the waning moon. 

Meanwhile, apart from that gnawing centre of 
personal pain, she was not satisfied. Hers was one 
of those common, yet difficult cases, in which vital- 
ity is stronger than vocation. As the fierce craving 
for the anodyne activity which marks the earlier 
phasesof a sorrow slowly lessened, she became aware 
of other summoning voices calling her, clearly as 
that of the Spirit of Art. One was the Voice of 
lieaming ; Hilda's father's father had been a col- 
lege president, and the girl had found herself from 
the first ooriously at home in the academic world. 
The other Voice was that to which Lawrence Fei^- 
son had first quickened her hearing, — the Voice 
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of Justioe, crying aloud imheeded ic the modem 
streets. 

Fei^UBon, after his marriage, had thrown him- 
self with renewed eneiigy into tiie socialiat agitation 
active in England during the latter part of the last 
century ; and Dorothy's letters — slightly wistful, 
Hilda thought, despite her evident h^piness — 
kept her friend in touch with the excitements of 
their stimulating days. Partly under the inspire 
tion of these letters, Hilda, during vacations at home, 
became aware of her own country from a new ptnnt 
of view. A passion of patriotism, such as she had 
never dreamed of, overswept her spirit, — that tin- 
gling love, that loyalty, almost a pain, which Amer- 
ica can quicken in its children. The ideal in which 
our republic was foonded became to her almost a 
mystic Presence, guiding her days. But in her last 
vacation, passed at home in the beautiful house of 
her cousins, the Howard Browns, contrasts struek 
sharp upon her spirit, for by some inner compulsion 
she spent her free hours in long walks through the 
tenement-house districts, watching Poverty from 
afar. Those were the early times of the college 
settlement movement. At the close of her hohday, 
Hilda learned, too late for more than one or two calls, 
that a settlement house had been open for a year 
or two in the re^on through which she loved to 
wander. 

No one bat the girl herself was surprised when, 
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tovard tlie close of her last year of art study, anew 
chair just founded for the study of the arts was 
offered her at her Alma Mater. Her peculiar 
education, her college record, her Parisian studies, 
all pointed to her as a suitable person for such a 
professorship. Friends urged acceptance, college 
authorities almost assumed it ; the voices of learn- 
ing and of art joined in a friendly duet of invitation. 
But Hilda delayed her answer. As soon as her 
work ended in Paris, she betook herself to Italy, 
and, before seeking Fiesole and her mother, went 
straight to the little hill-town of Assisi, which, ab- 
sorbed in memories, smiles from the slopes of its 
brown Apennine over the Umbrian plain. 

Here in Assbi, Hilda stayed a week, oommunLug 
with her own mind alone, and with &b spirits 
of men long vanished. Her mornings were spent 
in the church where art in its glorious prime has 
painted the spiritual triumph of the Little Poor 
Man. Facing gravely up and down, the woman of 
these latter days scanned the naive frescoes : Fran- 
cis flinging his garments in his father's face with 
high, uplifted gesture; Francis preaching to the 
birds, receiving the stigmata, or pleading before a 
troubled, worldly, yet conscientious pope the cause 
of lawlessness, poverty, and love. Noon always found 
her beneath the vaulted shadows of the lower 
church, where the august presences of Poverty, 
Chastity, and Obedience, hovering above the high 
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altar, gleam softly througb the dus^ air. In the 
afternoons, she would wander through the fair land 
ganotified by the feet of Franoie and bis first com- 
panions, a land still haunted by echoes of their low 
song of brotherhood, though all the tumults it has 
listened to hare long been hushed. A strange light- 
heartednesa was vouchsafed in these days to the 
young American pilgrim ; again and again, in some 
green lane bordered with star-of-Bethlehem and 
wild gladiolus, beneath the olives, she would pause, 
ber face upturned as if listening, catching it may 
be sweet fragments of the Canticle of the Sun among 
the mumnuing hedgerows. Her feeling for Umbria 
is hinted in a sonnet, found among ber papers, and 
doubtless written at this time : — 

Thoa art a holj poem, aweet Umbrian plain, 
FareT«r sung in tha angvlie au : 
Thy tender vioea beneath the hiUa anatsia, 

Thj ahiiiiiig' poppies and ihj apringing Kiain 

All mnrinnr Boftlf one mslodioDB atruQ, 

While Brother Wind breathes slor Oat ha mar haar. 
And BoMng o'er the far hoiizani olear, 

Our aiator clouds hearken the glad lef rain : 

A poem ot loTe remembersd i da; b; da;, 

Here, vith tame ohoBen brother of hia band, 

God'a Little Poor One wandered, lorn and gaf , 

Weeping, yet ""{^"g on hie homelen vay 

Laada of the oreatnre* : and the lorely land 

Still holdi his vtaoe for those who nndentand. 

So passed the days, and on an evening in early 
June Hilda sat by her high window overlooking 
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the wide ametbyst of plain and sky, and wrote two 
letters. One was to the tmstees of the college, 
declining their offer ; the other to the head worker 
of Langley House, applying for residence during 
the coming year. When they were finished, she 
drew a long hreath. The next day found her at 
Fiesole. 
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CHAPTER n 
HOMEWAED BOUND 

" Dauqhteb, I do Qot think tliat you sbould leave 
me." 

The words were spoken by Mrs. Lathiop's eyes, 
— not by her lips, which rested motionless in their 
pathetic curves. The lady sat in the open loggia of 
her Fiesolan villa, gazing oat, like a modem St. 
Monica, over the Tnscan landscape that lay gleam- 
ing like a world of exquisite memories, below her in 
the sunset. Duomo and Campanile rose pearly- f^ 
from the hill-girdled plain ; the far Carrara Moun- 
tains shone clear-cut, like the genu they are, against 
a golden sky, 

Hilda was nestled at her mother's feet. " Did I 
ever tell you," she asked softly, " what little Alice 
said when she first saw the sunset from our loggia ? 
She nestled close, and whispered, ' Cousin Hilda, I 
think God allowed fra Angelico to paint that sky.' " 

Mrs. Lathrop smiled, and in a moment said 
caressingly, " Even if you don't mind leaving me, 
I don't see bow you can bear to leave all this. Dear, 
don't be restless. Settle down here with me, and be 
an artist in Florence. It was always your dream." 
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Hilda tmlaoed her fingers, which were entwined 
with her mother's, and sat up straight, with an 
abrupt gestore : " Well, madonna," she said with a 
sigh, " let 's talk it ont." 

Mrs. Lathrop suppressed a tiny shirer, and did 
not answer. The girl's quick movements always 
gave her a series of slight nervous shocks. She 
cherished her daughter, but she was quite as happy 
when Hilda was not in the same room with her, and 
Hilda knew it. 

*' So far as leaving you goes," Hilda went on 
presently, '* you won't be alone. Katlierine will 
love to spend the winter with you. Aud yon know 
you like her ways." 

" I was n't thinking of myself, Hilda ; " Mrs. 
Lathrop's low voice had a note of veiled reproach ; 
" moreover, I have my memories, and you know I 
believe that those who Kve spiritaally can dispense 
with the material presence of their dear ones." 

" Yes, I know," said Hilda wistfully ; she was a 
very human person, and she sometimes felt lonely 
with this ethereal mother of hers. 

" I would n't protest," Mrs. Lathrop went on, " if 
yon insisted on accepting the offer from your coll^. 
I realize that the offer is an honor, although I 
would rather that yon stayed in Italy. But as for 
this new notion, — that my little artist sboidd bury 
herself in an American slum, among vulgaritf and 
filth and shocking speech — " 
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"IVe aJready told you, carina," — Hilda spoke 
vitli nnnecesBaj^ empluwis, — " that Lincoln Street 
is not a slum. Respectable and honest people live 
there. They work with their hands, and pay their 
own way, which ie more than ever I did." 

" All the worse, dear ; there may he a passionate 
pieturesquenesa about a slam. I remember a watei^ 
color of an old fruitr-Tendor seen by torchlight in 
the Bowery which I should like yon to have done. 
But as for your Lincoln Street, I see neither what 
you can take from it nor what you can bring to it. It 
must be a sort of wilderness, only lacking the thrill 
of the illimitable." 

"'The City Wilderness,' — yes;" mused Hilda. 
" It seems illimitable enou^ in summer, when yon 
can't walk without treading on babies." 

" My dear child, you can't live in such a place 
without destroying the harmony of your nature." 

" I hare never felt that my nature had attained 
harmony, madonna," the girl remarked quietly. 

"Kone of us attain harmony, Hilda, but we 
can aim at it." Mrs. Lathrop was in her element 
now, and her voice vibrated with appealing under- 
tones. "No matter how carefully we order the 
scenery of the soul, the jarring note intrudes. The 
exquisite life is the life that knows what to reject ; 
art is the best help in the process of selection, yet 
even art disappoints. But we must do onr bent. 
What the world needs, in this hurrying, unbeauti- 
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ful, democratic age, is people who have made their 
souk the abode of beauty. To do this, most they 
Qot dwell with beauty? * Whatsoever things are 
pare, whatsoever things are lovely, think on diese 
things.' " 

Mrs. Lathrop, like most of us, practised a fine 
eclecticism in her quotations from Scripture. She 
roused herself now to a tone of decision. 

" You know I have never used authority with 
you, daughter, and I shall not do so now. But you 
shall never enter that life with my approval. Your 
health," she concluded, feeling the silence tense 
with opposition, — " your health will not stand it 
for a year. You have no moral right to injure your 
health, my darling." 

Hilda glanced abstractedly into the open room 
behind the lo^;ia. The sky was fading ; the gold 
of the heavens was paling into silver, but the west- 
ering light illumined dimly the pictures within. 
There were three martyrdoms hanging on the walls. 

'* Ah, look at the sky," murmured Mrs. Lathrop 
after an instant ; " I had almost said listen I That 
light is like sweet music heard at a distance 1 " 

" Our American skies are clearer, and just aa 
beautiful," remarked Hilda. 

Mrs. Lathrop shook her graceful head. "They 
can't be," she rejoined; "they do not bend over 
Tuscany. The earth beneath them is without sig- 
nificance." 
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"Oh, carina, carina," cried Hilda, laughing, 
"hasn't anything significance till it is dead?" 
And MrB. Latfarop laughed a little herself. 

" But I mean it," she persisted. " How did yon 
ever come to be so American, Hilda? You've for- 
gotten, with all the rest of that turbulent civili- 
eation, that life at its best means harmony and 
peace." 

" Life means action," said the girl. 

Mrs. Lathrop sighed. '" Soimd and fury, signi- 
fying nothing,' the activities of the modern world 
seem to me. What is its feverish materialism ac- 
complishing ? A few hundred years, and its cheap 
monnments will have perished from the face of the 
earth." 

"YoTt know I recoil from the materialism and 
cheapness of modem life as mach as yon do," 
returned Hilda, " bnt I can't fight them at arms' 
length." 

" One 6ghts such things best by evading them," 
rejoined her mother. "This latter-day passion for 
improving the physical condition of the poor, — 
what is it but part of the general discouraging em- 
phasis placed on external conditions ? Yonr reform- 
ers axe simply one product of what they dislike ; the 
true secret isn't theirs, — and I must say, I don't 
love them. That young Ferguson, for instance, who 
used to come here, — what a terrible person he was I 
Dorothy Gerard was quite thrown away olt him \ " 
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*' Dorothy looks at life Banoh as yon do," replied 
Hilda evenly. ^ Her Imsband wants her to join him 
in the socialist prop^^anda, and she hates it ; she 
wants to absorb herself in him and the children." 

" I 'm glad at least that you hare n't married an 
agitator," reflected Mrs. Lathrop. 

'* One wanted to marry me in Paris," landed 
Hilda. ** He was a Polish Jew stadent, with oily 
hair. I did n't mind the Pole or liie Jew, but the 
hair was too much for me. Are n't yon glad it was 
oily, madonna?" 

Her mother smiled faintly, and a little ulenoe 
fell while Hilda pondered how to draw the sweet 
woman beside her into sympathy with her new im- 
pulses. 

" Mamma," said she softly, after a moment, " I 
wish yon would tell me more about your life with 
my father. I think about it a great deal, and you 
never speak of it" 

" You can understuid, dear, that it is a very sad 
memoiy for me." 

" Yes, of course ; but it is the memory of your 
greatest happiness, too," mused Hilda, passing 
from speech into thought. She did not recognize 
that Mrs. Lathrop possessed the temperament 
which takes more satisfaction in dwelling on a van* 
ished lore than in the strong active experience of 
present feeling; yet indeed there were traits in 
Hilda herself akin to this instinct of her mother's. 
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"Bnt t«U me, yon helped in his work? Yoa 
went about amoog the people?" 

*' To help him waa my highest privilege ; but I 
tried to do it chiefly by making a lovely home to 
which he could return. I wanted to bring him re- 
freshment. Our rooms were in a dreadful hideous 
street : but I abut the street out a» well as I could 
with the draperies. I had good colors around us. 
They were very charming, — our rooms," 

" He enjoyed them ? " 

" Oh, I am sure of it, I made a oarefol study of 
his tastes. Then I always had a song for him when 
he came back, or & bit of poetry, — but your father 
did not care much for poetry, Hilda, not even re- 
ligious poetry. You are like me there. I dressed 
for him as if we were uptown. He used to wish to 
talk a great deal of his ' cases,' his work, but I 
never encouraged that. I felt he so needed relief. 
I used to love to help him about the service, though. 
"We had a very beautiful service, dear. And he 
started the Early Celebration, which was qiute 
right, of course, though only one or two ever went 
beside me," 

*' I suppose you never had the people oome into 
your pretty rooms ? " 

'" The neighbors ? Oh, no 1 " 

" Mother, tell me about myself then. It seems 
strange to think that I was there." 

" My precious wee girlie I Your hair was a little 
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curly fuzi all over jonr head, and your big Iiazel 
eyes — " 

" Yes, I know all that. I know I was pretty, and 
I know I 've been an awful disappointment since. 
But I mean, — did I get out into the street ? Did 
I see things ? " 

A little frown gathered in Mrs. Lathrop's eye- 
brows. *' Your father used to trouble me rather," 
she s^d ; " he would taka you out sometimes when 
he went visiting. He said your golden head did 
more than his talking, to bring people to church. 
Bat when you were aboat four years old I took 
a stand. I said you were getting older, you were 
quick to notice, and your little white soul should 
not be soiled by contact with these hideous things. 
He looked sad, and he sighed, — dear Philip! he 
sighed often, — but he said he understood, and I 
might be right." 

" Bat I did see. There were things oat of our 
window, were n't there, sometimes ? " 

Mrs. Lathrop bowed in pained silence. 

" I remember ; — I was a tiny girl, my head just, 
came above the sill ; I was playing with the rose- 
eolored ourtains, — were n't oar cartfuns ros&- 
«oIop?" 

** Not quite ; soft salmon-pink." 

" And between them I saw a fight. The littlest 
one got hurt. There was red on the sidewalk. It 
was sunset, and you were nnging a twilight hymn 
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at tbe piano. The very next thing I remember, 
father must have died, and we were travelling in a 
red sunset over the Campagna." 

" My poor darling ! Bat I tried jnst as bard as 
I could, as I have tried ever since, to keep you away 
from brutfO, terrihle things, to let my child's spirit 
dwell in the ideal." 

*' Dear mamma ! " The chill was falling, and the 
two women rose, and moved into the wide room 
opening from the loggia, — the old refectory of tbe 
convent, subtly retouched hy Mrs. Lathrop'8 taste 
till it seemed full of a grave and silent beauty gath- 
ered from many lands. The dominant types were 
. those of the early Italian Renascence, but Diirer's 
Melancholia consorted in friendly fashion with 
Hilda's copies from Mantegna, Watt's Galahad rode 
forth upon his quest of the Holy Thing opposite the 
Marria^ of Francis and Poverty, and to the observ- 
ant eye the most carefully placed object in the room 
was a small gray model of a cross from lona. One 
of the things in which Mrs. Lathrop had trained 
her little daughter from childhood had been the 
power to carry sensitive instinct along line after line 
of the self-realization of humanity through the ages, 
till one's consciousness gathered all human experi- 
ence into Itself. She liked to say that the room of 
any cultivated person presented a summary of much 
in the achievement of the race ; and little Hilda, 
holding in her hand the figure of a maiden from 
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Tanagra who liad danced her dainty way down the 
centuries, of a minute Buddha in irory, or a strange- 
hued Indian basket, would listen spellbound to her 
mother's voice, while the civilizations of the past 
aroae from their buried life in her bosom. From 
this special room, however, all oriental and classic 
suggestions were excluded. 

" Tell me, madonna," — said Hilda, as they en- 
tered, but her words were cut off. 

"Am I too late for a cup of coffee ?"Biud a cheery 
masculine voice behind them. 

The young moonlight touched the waving gray 
hiur of a tall vigorous man, with a little stoop, who 
stood in the doorway. Mr. Stuart, the artist, had 
been Hilda's earliest teacher and her mother's old- 
est friend in Florence, and both women loved him 
well. 

" I supped in the studio and stayed there till 
the light faded," he went on with the tones of a 
man masterful and well-content ; *' then your cool 
hillside summoned me. My dear Hilda — where 
are you? — welcome back to Florence. Let an 
old friend congratulate you. I saw your angel 
on exhibition here last winter before it went to 
Brenton." 

" Did you like it ? " asked Hilda eagerly, stand- 
ing very slim before him ; this had been the first 
and only picture she had exhibited. 

"M — nun — good handling in the wings," 
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relied Mr. Stuart briefly ; and Hilda, in some wajs' 
more sensitive than her mother, realized that the 
picture was a failure. Her face fell ; the wee sil- 
ver orescent in the west was no fairy world of pro- 
mise, but a dead planet mourning its bnmt-out 
fires. 

" Ah, was n't it a lovely thing ? " said Mrs. La- 
thrc^ " And now, do you know what the child is 
planning ? She means to throw it all up, — her art, 
her prospects, — and go to live in a settlement, 
among wretched poor people, orgimizing trades- 
unions and washing dirty children and all that kind 
of thing. I 'm so glad yon 've come to help me dis- 
suade her. Just fancy Hilda in that kind of life I 
(jood-l^e to art, good-bye to quiet ! " 

"■ Art and quiet are n't exactly synonyms, are they, 
Hilda?" smiled Mr. Stuart placidly; "I fanoy, 
so far aa timt goes, that it mig^t be a good deal 
more peaceful thing to wash dirty faces than to try 
to paint thran." 

"I'm goii^ to get you some coffee," — Hilda 
smiled gratefully ou the threshold; "it isn't a 
bit too late." 

" What does this freak mean ? " asked Mr. Stuart 
abruptly, as the girl disappeared. " Is it because 
her picture was not a success ? " 

" But it was a success ! " Mrs. Lathrop cried ; — • 
" everybody praised it ! " 

Stuart shook his head. " lUustrative sort of 
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thing, — taking sentiment Hilda knows ae well aa 
I that she has n't hit it right. She has talent, bnt 
she hasn't found herself yet." 

'* All tke more reason why she should n't waste 
time on this new fad." 

" lixaetly ; although between ourselves, dear lady, 
I 'm not sure if the child wUl ever work herself clear. 
She has absorbed almost too much, — if yon nndei^ 
stand me, — and she thinks too much; I suppose 
she can't help it. She certainly showed artistic 
power when she was a little thing : what an e^ she 
bad for design E Her real line ought to be handir 
craft, I imagine, hat we're all going in for 'Igh 
Art or nothing, to-day, — more 's the piiy. Well, 
child, what *s Uus new scheme ? " 

" Oh, master mio, I can't talk about it," returned 
Hilda, talking with more sense of freedom than to 
her mother ; " I suppose I 'm restless. But you 
have n't any idea how ghost-like the beraty of tins 
place serans to me after Kew York. And I seem to 
' hanker,' as my Yankee cousins would say, after 
New York, — after reality." 

" Was n't there enough reality for you in Paris, 
in Fouchet's studio?" raiquired Stuart dryly; "I 
should think 'the God of things as they are' pre- 
sided in that spot fast enough." 

" It was strenuous, — it was superb," returned 
Hilda; "but I don't want art any longer: I want 
life." 
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" Do you dare to oppose art to life ? " exdaimed 
Mr. Stiuut, putting down hia coffee untasted, and 
standing in his whole erect height beside her. 

"Yes," stud Hihla, with spirit ; " and so would 
you if you walked down the Bowery." 

" Art," — the leonine figure rose into the shadows 
above the faint glow of the Roman lamps, and the 
voice had almost a mystic sound, — "art is life set 
free, for it is life revealed. Dedicate yourself to art, 
not in a freak of amateur sentiment, but soberly 
and truly, you dedicate yourself to fact. You Ve 
not found tliat out yet ; that picture of yours fails 
because it hasn't got enough fact in it. Is that a 
reason for giving up ? Not a bit ! You have the 
artist's power. I don't know yet just what you 
can do with it ; but the gift you have, and in our 
guild yon belong, and if yon leave your proper 
place to meddle with what doesn't concern you, 
you '11 rue it. You are sent into this world, my dear 
child," — Mr. Stuart was by this time tranquilly 
sipping his coffee, — '*not to re-create or to reform 
it, but to reproduce it. Grood-bye. No, not another 
cup, thank you." Hie crisp footsteps were already 
on the threshold when he turned, the massive head 
appearing once more in dark outline against the 
.ky. 

" I should think from what I know," he ended 
sententionsly, " that that American democracy of 
yours needed art a good deal more than it does 
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philanthropy juat now. Stick to the truth of your 
own nature, in any case, and you '11 give the world 
what it needs." 

He was really gone, this time, leaving mother 
and daughter laughii^ gently. 

"Isn't he refreshing?" said Hilda. "All the 
same, I repeat that he never walked down the 
Bowery." 

" I think he sees deeper than you, Hilda," re- 
turned Mrs. Lathrop, moving as if to leave the 
room. Bat Hilda laid a detaining touch on her 
mother's arm. 

"Madonna;" she spoke with effort, her glance 
seeking the pictures on the wall, while Mrs. Lathrop 
waited with drooping, tender patience; '*what do 
all these pictures mean to you? Why did you 
choose that Giotto for me to copy?" 

"For the rare tactile values, dear — " 

"Kow, carina, don't try to talk that new ya- 
gon. You know as well as I do that you — that 
we — chose those pictures for their Christian senti- 
ment" 

" It is n't that I do not care for other art, Hilda." 
Mrs. Lathrop spoke ^aln almost with enei^, 
savoring her words on a snhject dear to her : " If I 
were rich, if I had a big house, like — like — Cousin 
Howard," — she hesitated, flushed, and laughed a 
little at the name, — "I should dedioate different 
rooms to different types of beanty. But when one 
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has only a little, one has to choose. I can't bear a 
rocon that is a jumble. And if yon must sdect, why, 
Christiaii art is the most expressive." 

Hilda's spirit was bruised and tense. Through 
the sympathetic enjoyment which alwa]rs bound her 
to her mother's mind, she felt a sharp severaiice in 
attitude, conviction, and aim. She was suffering, 
though ezeitemcDt made her unconscious of her 



" Mother," she sud, '^you have always tried, as 
you say, to keep our ^es away from painful and 
ugly things. You wish to live withdrawn in a S|Hr- 
itual atmosphere of harmony, and you think yoa 
do this best by surrounding yoai«elf with artistio 
beauty. But the life behind, the life which the art 
of your choice represents, is full of Btru|^le aiid 
agony. See! The ang^, bending over the Baby 
in the Botticelli Madonna, cany the instraments of 
the Fasaifm ; and the Fredella has the Scourg^g 
for its subject. Look at the face of Giotto's Pov- 
erty 1 — even those gleeful cherubs in Vincenzo da 
Catena's S. Christina are playing with the millstone 
of her martyrdom. And — the Cnuofix hangs above 
your bed, mother." 

Mrs. Lathrop was gazing, rapt, into the twi- 
light. 

"The supreme triumph of harmony is when it 
olajms all disorder for its own," she murmured. 
" The supreme peace is the peace that includes all 
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pun. And so the snpieme religion is the reH^on of 
the Cross." 

Hilda hesitated a moment. 

" Then, — let me go to Lincohi Street I sap- 
pose," she added, trying to smile, after a moment, 
" that you iriU hardly carry your opposition to me 
so iatr as S. Francis's father carried his." 

It was hard to speak. The infinences of the 
Church of England, which had surroonded her from 
childhood, had fallen upon a temperament senutive 
bat scepticaL Liong ago, her curious, girlish pride, 
in superiority to spiritual struggle, had yielded to 
intense yearning after the faith of the humble, just 
as hw feeling of aloofness from the common expe- 
liences of men had g^ven place to a controlling 
desire for fellowship with their distress and joy. 
Bat at twenty-eight, she was still a seeker. To 
announce, or even to recc^nize inwardly, that her 
decision to live among the poor was affected by 
Christian motives, was all but impossible to Hilda. 
Moreover, the si^gestion that this deoimim in- 
volved sacrifice seemed repugnant and even nnreaL 
But she and her mother seemed to have changed 
positions, and a simple instinct of logic led her to 
point oat what she felt that Mrs. Lathrop should 
have been the first to say. 

There was a pause, daring which the mother bent 
delicato, serious brows upon her daughter's flushed 
fooe. 
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' *' My darling," she said at last ; " you know that 
I respect your reserve in religious matters ; but you 
know also t^at your lack of faith is a constant grief 
to me. How can I bear to see yon plunge into a 
life where I am sure that you can never find the 
light?". 

" If I am ever to find it," Hilda answered, speak- 
ing slowly to control her voice, " it will be not by 
trying to hypnotize myself witli beauty and senti- 
ment, but by serving the democrat^ which is trying 
to translate the will of Christ into the terms of social 
life." 

Mrs. Lathrop l^d her hand on her daughter's. 
" You are under a delusion," she said firmly. " De- 
mocrat^ and Christianity are not synonyms. As 
has well been said, three Christian words oppose the 
false formula, liberty, equality, fraternity. They 
are obedience, hierarchy, service. Look at facts, 
Hilda. Watch France, and deny me if you can. 
He who would be loyal to Christianity must be loyal 
to the dying tradition of social order and stability. 
I see you preparing t« throw in your lot wilt the 
forces of disorder, materialism, and unrest. For 
your own soul's health, I bid you pause. The inte- 
rior life is the only reality. To live in the spirit to- 
day," — Mrs. Lathrop was in deep earnest, — " one 
must withdraw from the push and roar and false 
theories of modem life : one must listen to the voices 
that apeak in silence. How can you expect to hear 
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those vcdees in Lincoln Street ? How can yon liope 
to be visited there by the Holy Vifdon ? " 

" Don't, mother I " Hilda had eprnng to lier 
feet. " Yon remind me so of Conun Howard ! " 

Mrs. Lathrop ahnost started. Consin Howard, 
highly prosperons, hi^y respectable, hi^y reli- 
^ous, was also highly Pbilistiiie. 

" When I was there last year," continned Hilda, 
" we got into a great discussion. It was one Sun- 
day at dinner, and I had spent the morning visiting 
the university settlement. He had just come from 
church, fnnn ccnmnunion, I think. ' I should think 
it would make yon very uncomfortable to see all 
t^ose rough sights, my dear,' he said ; ' you would 
much better have oome to church with me.' I could 
not help answering, ' I suppose Christ sometimes felt 
uncnnfortable, Cousin Howard, when He saw the 
lepers, for example.' And he replied to me, ' Yes, 
bat Christ became uncomfortable that we might be 
comfortable.' Mother, it has seemed to me ever 
since that those words sum up very much of the 
Christianity around ns." 

Mrs. Lathrop held a grieved silence, and made no 
attempt to point out the lack of justioe in her dangh- 
tw's outburst. Both speakers, in troth, were getting 
weary. Their thoughts struck out into the wide and 
unexplored regions of personality .that lie beyond 
speech, and wandered there. They could have 
talked on for years, seeking each the other, bnt it 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gLc 



44 A LISTENER IN BABEL 

would all have been in Tain, for the voices would 
ha'TO come from an increaung distajice, sounding 
more and more remote to the ear of the soul, while 
fititl near to the ear of flesh. It was time to make 
an end. 

" It 's no me, madonna ; " Hilda caressed the soft 
cnrres of the pretty hair, touched lightly to silver. 
" I 'm Italian by sentiment, like yon, but by choice 
and conviction I am hopelessly American, as yon 
say. Now yon ace not to worry. One feies 
very cfnnfortably at Langley Houae, and you don't 
know what clever people one meets. Ill cany 
all my Bume-Jones down with me ; Mr. Staart 
won't like that, he despises BnrD&Jones. And oh, 
moHiier, mother, don't you see? Democracy in- 
spires you with distaste and distrust ; it inspires me 
with unspeakable h^alty. It is cleanly, wholesome, 
invigorating, and unfulfilled. I must share its for- 
tunes, be pirt of life in the making. Of course I 
shall miss beauty, but I shall find sigmficance ; and 
yon know I always cared for signifi canoe more even 
in art." 

Mrs. Lathrop, in spite of herself, yielded a little 
to her daughter's enthusiasm. " Of course it will 
be a great enlargement for Eatherine to go to Sgypt 
with me," she said, stroking Hilda's hand. 

The next morning, a sonnet in Hilda's handwrit- 
ing was on. her breakfast-tray : — 
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From all the mtful nlenoea th*t rauh 
O'er Alpine paotnnB taa, from dimdoira oaat, 
LoTely sod nill, b; ptusiaiute life long; put, 

Smilii^ and hushed in mjitio memoriei each, — 

EVom theae I turn me : toward the beckoning be«all 
Ot Weatern tea* I tora ; what Dproar rart 
Ib borne aeioea (he ocean on the blast ? — 

Traffic, and hnrrjin^ throngs, and noisy speech I 

WUdered I hearken ; back I ftun wonid flee, — 
When list ! A siren strsjn, compelliiig, low. 
Breathes throa^^h die tamolt : onward most I go I 

For In faint nnderlauBB of malodj 
Throngh those couteutioiu diacorda oleM dolli flow 

The moaic of a freedom that shall bo. 
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THE ACADEUIC HIND 

Half a dozen members of the college faculty sat 
together on the broad steps of a gray stone building 
in the September eTening. It was a seriouB little 
group of people, all of them intimate with the aident 
if austere delighta of the inteUectoal life. In their 
more social moods, they sought recreation, for the 
most part, in tossing problems lightly from mind to 
mind. Not that they laoked more concrete topics 
of coDversation : the academic life itself was keenly 
interesting to them, and curiosity concerning its 
reactions and a lively enjojmient of paradox relieved 
the even movement of their days. Finally, if sub- 
jects ever ran short, they could always fall back on 
discussion of one another. 

Just now, the most interesting figure on their 
horizon was Hilda Lathrop. The girl had been a 
marked person from the day of her coming among 
them, and when the new professorship in tJie arts 
was offered to her, they were filled with pleased con- 
tent. All the more grievous was their disappoints 
ment and disapproval when they learned that she 
had declined the position. 
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" StQI, yon can't blame her for wanting to stay in 
FloreDce," said the profesaor of literature ; " who 
would n't prefer Tuscany to America if he had the 
chance ? " 

" Not I," returned the assistant prt^essor of math- 



" But Misa Lathrop is coming home," — the 
speaker, Henrietta Morse, instructor in economics, 
was a dassmate of Hilda's ; — " she means to spend 
the winter at Lan^ey House, the new social settle- 
ment in Brenton." 

A buzz of enquiry followed. " This is what she 
writes," said Miss Morse : " ' I feel strcmgly that I 
am going into this life as a representative of the col- 
lege. If the academic activity of America is not to 
perish in sterile class isolation, it must extend itself 
to the people at large and pour forth its treasures 
on the great throngs of the disinherited,' " 

There was a puzzled silence, broken by a voice 
from the outskirts of the group. " Those settlements 
are good things," said the speaker. 

"Do you think so?" returned the professor of 
philosophy. " Th^ seem to me based on our common 
American fallacy that you can improve the qual- 
ity of a product by diluting it. In th^e days of 
Chautanqna, and so on, I should think that our 
business was i&ther to protect than to extend the 
tradition of the intellectual life." 

^It is funny to think of Hilda exposing the 
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denizens of the slnmB to Bottioelli," laired a curly- 
haired young instructor. 

'* I read of a London cabby the other day " — 
this was the professor of literature — ^"who re- 
marked to his fare, — ' Do you prefer Hoeeian or 
'Omer, sot? I'm for Hossian myself, there's so 
much nater to 'im.' " 

"I believe in settlements," sud Mise Morse; 
" they are going to be iuTsluable statitms for labo- 
ratory work in sociology. But I don't think I be- 
lieve in them for Hilda Lathrop. She has had no 
training in economies. '* 

" As I remember Miss Lathrop, she was a very 
exclusive young person," reflected the pntfessor of 
philos(^»hy ; " there 's a oertain humor in her devot- 
ing herself to the democracy." 

"Hilda wasn't exactly extrusive," hesitated 
Henrietta Morse ; " she had a sort <rf ^ft of blinds 
ness; tiivre were a great many people she never 
saw." 

Everybody laughed ; and the assistimt professor 
of Dtatbematics spoke out " For my part," said she, 
" I am quite willing that our nice average girls of 
domestic tastes should go into a settlement for a few 
months, or even longer. I^iilauthropy is a capital 
solution of life for wonien who are not afSioted with 
brains, and who don't marry. But that Hilda La- 
throp, with her unconsciously aristocratic instinct* 
and her vigorous mind, should go into that kind of 
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tiling 13 a peculiarly crooked twiet in the kio^ 
weaving of the Moirai." 

So they discussed her among themBelvee, lightly 
and critically, as was their wont. But now the girl 
herself was with them once more, — a little silent, 
yet with the cdd combination of dignity and eager- 
ness that had always distinguished her. She had 
agreed to spend a few weeks at the college, help- 
ing in the arrangement of the emhiyonic art collec- 
tions, and this was her first evening with her old 
friends. 

The hill broke away at their feet in its natmal 
forest wildness, but the trees opened to show a wind- 
ing avenue below, and a glimpse of moonlit river 
beyond the wide sweep of the campus. To the left, 
the myriad lights of College Hall b^an to kindle. 
The sight had never ceased to move Hilda from her 
freshman year ; it moved her now. 

Silence, after half an hour of reminiscent talk, 
had fallen on the little group ; but presently a deep, 
muaicaJ, grieving voice made itself heard through 
the shadows. It belonged to Miss Brooks, the pro- 
fessor of biology. 

"Hilda," said the voice slowly, "will you teU 
us now exactly why yon declined the offer of the 
trustees?" 

Hilda drew a deep breath ; she had known this 
was coming. 

" Because I wanted to spend the winter in Laaglq^ 
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House," she answered, with a little triable in hex 
clear voice. 

*' Do yon think," — she turned desperately to the 
prof^soF of biology after a long pause in which no 
one spoke, — " do yon think that I am a fatuous 
person?" 

The professor of biology, who was a courteous 
woman, made a deprecating gesture. Being also a 
bluntly honest woman, however, she remained silent, 
for that was just what she did think. Her surpris- 
ing candor and her severity in the classroom caused 
the crude majority of her students to detest Miss 
Brooks, the fine minority to deUght in her. Hilda, 
in college, had belonged to the minority, and now, 
returning as an older woman, she found even more 
than her former zest in companionship with the 
noble intellectual ardor and large personality of her 
friend. The whole atmosphere of the collie, indeed, 
was grat^ul to her ; its unworldliness, the strength 
of its communal iaterests, the simplicity of life, and 
the spirit o£ intelleotoal democracy that prevailed. 
She remembered the great lif excommunicating move- 
ments which again and i^in, proceeding from the 
historic universities, — those centres where past and 
future meet, — had stirred society to new endeavors. 
Might not such a movement start from the colleges 
for women, as well as from Oxford, from Paris ? 
And of what order ought this living force to be, and 
whither should it flow ? It was a democracy under 
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whose foatering care these new privQ^ies bad been 
offered to the women of the new ^e, and the ideal 
of democnuy made answer. Something (rf all this 
she had vmited to say to her friends, hoping for 
their sympathy. Bnt perhaps she had not allowed 
enough for the keen disappointment with which 
they had learned her decision to leave them. At 
all eT«its, ^e felt in the air the nipping tonch of 
disappromL 

" I seem fatuous to yon 7 " she repeated at last. 

The professor of biology kept silence ; bat the 
assistant professor of mathematics epoke briskly. 
"Not fatuous, — only misguided," she s^d. 

" Who has misled me ? " queried Hilda ; " I have 
had no teachers hut you. — I always wanted to be 
claimed, but the master of thought I sought, I have 
never found." 

" You are misled by yonr instincts of a woman," 
returned the other with good cheer ; " any woman 
feeb restless unless she is taking care of somebody. 
You have no one near you who needs taking care 
of, so you want to take care of the poor." 

"Not at all," said Hilda perversely. "I want 
the poor to take care of me." 

'* What do yon mean, Hilda? " asked the curly- 
haired instructor ; but Hilda did not explain. 

" Of course," — Misa Brooks was speaking at last, 
slowly, yet abruptly, — "I understand the impulse 
which drives you. The scholar can no longer live in 
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the BecIosioQ onoe dear to Kim. The modem world 
ia one great whispering'^^ery, and the wailinga that 
rifle from civilization somid insistently in our ears. 
I — hear — them " — the voice was deeper, lower, 

— " but," Miss Bioohs went on with decnsioii, " it 
b weak to listen. To bUow one's self to be in- 
capacitated for the honest work that one is beat 
fitted to do by a morbid compassion for suffering 
that one cannot relieve is a temptation of these 
latter days. It would not assail an ignoble nature ; 
it presses the sensitive hard." 

*' Dear Miss Brooks," cried Hilda eagerly, " I do 
hope I am not narrow. I 'm proud of your Summa," 

— Miflfl Brooks had lately received high honors 
from a foreign university for a dissertation on the 
^e of a fossil snail, — " and yet " — the girl fal- 
tered — "I confess it is almost as strange to me 
to see people to-day devoting themselves with quiet 
minds to abstract studies as it would be were we in 
a state of viedble siege." 

" Well I Don't you admire Archimedes porsu- 
ing his geometry when the foe was at the door ? " 
This was the professor of philosophy, a woman of 
worn, sensitive face, who apoke with a little gasping 
laugh. 

" Archimedes was n't a soldier." 

" Keither are we soldiers. That is just what Dr. 
Brooks means, is n't it ? " Henrietta Morse, the 
instructor in economics, who was speaking, turned 
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with pretty deference toward the older womaa. 
« There are different vocations, and not every one 
is called to serve in the army of reform. The social 
questicm haa vexed the wisest for more than one 
generation : it will continue to vex them long after 
our day is over. Meanwhile, the great normal activ- 
itdes of the world must not be snspended : scholan 
and poets and artists mnst fulfil the law of their 
being. Hilda," — her gentle hesitation grew more 
marked, — " may it not be that yon are maldng a 
mistake in tefosiug a position here ? " 

The low question reached Hilda's ear in clamor^ 
ouB iteration, put l^ every mind present. She re- 
mained silent. 

"Amateurs," said the professor of mathematics 
with some sharpness, — " amateurs and fanatics are 
getting social problems into a bi^^ mess every 
day. The only thing for ns to do is to clear the path 
for the specialists. Endow your chairs of socio- 
logy and your labor-bureaus, and keep your hands 
off." 

" There are few things," mourned Miss Brooks, 
" more saddening to me, and, I may add, more an- 
noying, than that modem bigotry which inspires a 
certain class of social enthusiasts nowadays with 
impatient contempt for the rest of the world." 

"Ah me," said Henrietta Morse; "I see the 
other side. I have an immense sympathy with re- 
form fetation ; with the people who think that if 
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they poke the ground hard eaoogli with their sticks, 
they will harry the rotation o£ the glohe. They 
make me feel compassion, not aimoyanoe. One stick 
is called Single Tax, and another Free Silver, and 
another Municipal Socialism, and they are often 
shaip sticks enough, bnt — the earth won't be hur- 
ried by poking. It moves, but in obedience to laws 
beyond our reach. So does the industrial sjrstem."' 

" I never expected to change the industrial system, 
Henrietta," Hilda responded with a sigh, " and I 'm 
not aware of bigotry. It is dreadfully hard for me 
to talk ; X am feeling my way, and all the rest of 
you seem settled. OnetfaingIam8tireof,Uiongh: — 
that this matter can't be left to the specialists." 

" What do yon mean by ' this matter ' ? " com- 
plained the professor of mathematics. 

" I mean the mode of life of the majority of the 
working-people at this moment," retained Hilda. 
" Is that definite enough ? " 

That there eould be any connection between her 
peaceful existence of sines and equations and the 
life of the working-people was an idea out of the 
mental range of the professor. She was «lent in - 
pure scorn, and Hilda went on : — 

*' We can't stand a^de while experts inrest^te 
the laws which determine the lives of our fellows, 
as if those laws affected inanimate substances. 
Whatever th^ be, they are the expression of condi- 
tions which we help to produce ; they affect lives 
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vhich we controL Few of as are theological experts, 
yet we all have to have some kind of religion lud 
try to act on it. It is with the science of our rela- 
tions to men as with the science of our rdations to 
— the Beyond. Every human being is bound to 
adopt a definite attitude toward social theories, to 
take some definite share iu social activities : not be- 
cause he is a specialist, but because he is a man." 

" When you say ' lives that we control,' you seem 
to me to be talhing nonsense," said the professor of 
mathematics candidly. 

" Your social duty is simply to perform in un- 
oonBoiousnesB, eo far as you can, your special func- 
tion in the social organism," said the professor of 
biology. 

" Carlyle said in 1833, that that was impossible," 
murmured the pretty instmctor, " because the whole 
social organism is diseased, and unoonsciousnesa 
can't exist in disease." 

Hilda did not hear her ; die had turned on the 
professor of biology. 

" Vou think, then, that you and I have no social 
responsibility whatever ? " 

But it was the professor of philosophy who an- 
swered : " A responsibility to keep temperate," said 
she, "to hve sanely, with your eyes fixed on the 
eternal flux atad eternal pennanence of life, not on 
these petty and local phenomena." 

" If your father were undergoing a surgical oper»- 
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tion with no noree at Iiand, would you run away and 
ke^ your eyes fixed on the eternal fiox and eternal 
permanence of life ? " 

There was a note at agitation in Hilda's vmce 
whioh all heard with disapproval. 

" That would be a dear case of natural daty," 
said the professor calmly, 

" Where would you place the limits of natnrai 
duiy ? You must rect^nize that we are all in more 
CO" less danger of confounding duty with circum- 
stance ; but circumstance is not always the measure 
of duty." 

*' The limits of responsilnlity \ " broke in the 
instructor. " I 've always thought that woold be a 
capital idea to treat in an ethica course. I know 
I 've simply torn myself to pieces over it. The case 
is clear enough with parents ; how about cousins ? 
My second cousin was left widowed and penniless 
three years ago, and I had a terrible time deciding 
whether or no to give her the money I had saved to 
go to Europe and get my little Ph. D." 

" What did yon do ? " asked several voices. 

The pretty instructor arched her eyebrows plain- 
tively : " Went to Europe," ehe whispered. " She 
married the next year, — a nice, rich, elderly man." 

" Probably that was a moral wreck for her," 
su^ested the professor of pIuloBophy, ** and you are 
r^ponsible for it." 

Everybody laughed except Miss Brooks. 
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" Hilda," ebe s^d presently, iu a tone of dee^ 
sorrow, " you are not looking at this queation sanely. 
Yon are excited ; and tmtli is not discerned in ex- 
citement." 

" Not discerned in excitement I " the girl sprang 
restlessly to her feet, her sad, sensitive £ace quiver- 
ing under the moon. " Is it ever discerned other- 
wise?" 

She scanned the alert, dispassionate faces before 
her, — reduced to pure intcUigenoea, with no flush 
of feeling, by the sharp cold light and shadow. 

" Oh, this academic fatalism I " she cried. " Why 
is it. that tbinlriiig seems to congeal the circulation? 
Where 's audacity ? where 's adventure ? — You 
think yourselves free, because yon enjoy daring 
theories; but you are bound hand and foot with 
moral hesitancy. It is your type of fatalism which 
kept our best men for years out of politics, which 
has turned over the shaping of American life to the 
instincts of the illiterate majority — " 

" Where, if you are a behever in democracy," 
interrupted the professor of philosophy, a Uttle scorn 
in her tone, "you should be quite willing to leave 
it." 

The mysterious tide of enthusiasm within began 
to ebb ; Hilda lapsed into swift discouragement, yet 
she made an effort to rally. 

" I would serve the democracy, — if I might," 
she said f^ntly. 
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The assistaiit professoT of matheinatios surveTed 
the girlish figure with a twinkle in her eye. 

" I ehotild say that American democracy might 
dispense with your services," she remarked. 

Hilda sighed. "I know that I sound foolish," 
she returned, ** but my foreign training makes me 
r^ard onr (nvilization f rtmi a point of view slightly 
different frcnn yours. People here r^ard democracy 
as a law of nature ; to Europeans, it is still a great 
social experiment You take it for granted ; they 
watch it at the bar. For myself, I do not see clearly ; 
but one thing I know. If democracy is true, it must 
claim my energies and transform my life ; if it were 
not true, — why, I should prefer to live in Florence. 
And yet," she went on, feeling her intellectual 
way, " what temptation to indifferentiam ! The scale 
is so vast, the movement so slow ! It may take ages 
for the people to move at their own will as far as 
one benevolent autocrat could move them of old. 
And will they move ati^t 7 Bight or wrong, we 
cannot affect it ; I am fatalist too, you see. When 
the Strong Man oomes, he will come not from our 
ranks, inept thinkers that we are, but from the ranks 
of the Plutocracy." 

" He has come fnmi those ranks already ; " the pro- 
fessor of philosophy was speaking seriously. " Yon 
are wrong. Miss Iiathrop, if you think that all of 
us still hold the faith in American ideals which 
marked the last generation. We cannot so dose our 
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eyea. But as you say, we cannot afFect the course c^ 
bifitory. Let tlie heathen n^e, and the money kings 
of the earth imagine a vun thing, bnt do you seek 
the City of Zeus, aSai from all these troubles, whereof 
the gates stand open forever." 

Stars flashed and vamshed like celestial fire-flies 
funid the gently swaying foliage. A dim sense that 
the g^l was wavering toward the old pure tranquil 
life stirred through the group. 

" We do not urge indifEerentisra or despair," stud 
Henrietta Morse softly. "For me, though I feel 
the touch of scepticism abroad, I believe in the d&. 
mocrac^ profoundly. But the true way to serve it 
appears to me to be to cultivate a oertain — fmth " 
— the word was not popular at college, and was 
shyly used — " that the movement of sociely may 
on the whole be upward ; to be loyal to truth when 
we see it <dearly, and silent when we do not." 

" ' And wait, to see the Future come,' " quoted 
Hilda in an undertone. She settled in her seat onoe 
more, and was still, her chin propped in her hands. 

Miss Brooks put out her hand in the darkness, 
and laid it on the ^I's knee tenderly. Hilda 
thrilled to the touch she had seldom felt, to the 
voice she knew so weU. 

" Consider ! " Miss Brooks pleaded ; " the calm 
I wish you to gain is not that of fatalism nor of 
apathy. It is deeper, purer. It springs from con- 
viction that the amalleat bit of demonstrable truth 
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18 better than the most vast and shining illoBion ; 
ihat to add one's definite mite to the sum of beauty 
or knowledge is nobler service far than feverishly 
to pursue an ideal out of human reach." 

Again the stillness fell. Every vibrating will was 
focused upon the motionless, slight figure. Slowly, 
Hilda raised her forehead. 

" You draw me," she mnrmuTed ; " all that you 
say is sane, is wise — " 

Then suddenly the head was lifted higgler, with 
tlie old proud pose, — like a madonna, some one had 
once said, of Kicoolo Fisano. 

" No I " her tone was serious and low ; " I tiank 
with you; but I no longer feel with yon. You 
may perplex my sense of duty ; yon cannot check 
what lies deeper, — my sense of need. I stifle in 
class isolation. My venture of faith is made ; I 
believe that we are called to make democracy the 
home of brotherhood. Unless I obey that high 
calling to the limit of my powers, there is no peace 
for me." 

" Ate yon a socialist ? " asked Miss Brooks sud- 
denly. The efifect of the question on a group of 
Americans at that day was as if she bad said, " Are 
yon a criminal ? " 

Hilda paused bef otc replying : " I am not sure," 
she s^d at last, " but I 'm not sure I am not." 

The little group moved as if to break up ; but 
Hilda arrested them : — 
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*' Wait a little I — Is the feeling that impels me 
tmreal to you all ? " ehe asked gravely. 
Silence. 
" Does every one of you feel that I am making a 



u I am more lonely tiian I thought, " said the girl 



Professor Brooks, Miss Morse, and Hilda were 
1^ alone on the steps, 

" I should like to tell you two a little more," said 
the girl, " about what is happening to me. I have n*t 
any definite idea of what life is going to bring, but 
I thin It I am at a parting of the ways, and I should 
like to be sure that I had done all I could to make 
you understand." 

More to herself than to them she spoke, however, 
in a low, inward voice : " My natural tastes d^m 
the same conditions as yours. I want to live in tran- 
quillity and paint pictures. I could come here, and 
spend my time interpreting beauty, and sitting at 
my easel in this little world overlooking the river 
and the elms ajid the mountains. But it would n't 
do any good, for the great world would be sure to 
follow me, — it clings to the veiy folds of my gar- 
ments. Last night as I was undressing, a dreadful 
thing happened to me ; I saw the throngs <A pei^le 
who had made it possible for me to go to bed." 
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"Hilda I how?" 

" As I took off my dress, I saw tlie establislunent 
■where it was made, and the tired girls working late 
at night over the fancy stitching. Then the distance 
opened into the great shop where the material was 
bought, and a great army of clerks and saleswomen 
were spending the dusty hours measuring goods and 
watching human nature on the bargain hunt. The 
walls of the store lifted ; I was in the whir of the 
great mills where the weaving had been done, I heard 
the loud machines, I saw the men and women work- 
ing from sunrise, till they poured out with dreary 
faces into the air again, just as the red sun dropped. 
Far in the distance, I seemed to see a glimpse of 
pleasanter things, — of soft country meadows, where 
shepherds watched their flocks, of cotton-fields gleam- 
ing white, but they were very dim. All the people 
I could see clearly who bad given me my dress had 
been held in dismal durance that I might have it. It 
was worse when I came to my white things ; reeking 
rooms opened as I touched them, filled with wretched 
figures, sewing disease and weariness in every seam. 
So it went on ; my shoes, the bed, the very house, — 
all had their revelation. Everywhere vital energy 
poured forth in unlovely ways for me. All I wore, 
all that surrounded me, meant just that, — the gift 
of life spent on me." 

" You bad paid for it all," said Professor Brooks. 

" No, I had not," cried Hilda ; " it was their gift 
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to me. I hatA not paid them s living wage, for soul 
as well as Ixxly. I had p^d just enougli to keep 
them alive while th^ worked for me, as one feeds 
and shelters a beast of burden. I had paid not one 
penny more. You know that I am right, do you 
not, Henrietta ? " 

" Yon are right," answered the instructor in eco- 
nomics, analysis of price swept away and the bot- 
tom &ct8 made clear by the aidor of her friend's 
vi^on. 

*' They pressed upon me," Hilda went on, " the 
great throng of producers, by whose labor I live, 
and I cried, * Let me go naked, for the burden of my 
debt is greater than I can bear.' But I knew I must 
bear that debt. Then I looked into the future, and 
they were all going on, weaving, sewing, selling, 
giving away their manhood and their womanhood till 
life's twilight fell. And I saw myself, as the years 
went on, putting colors <m canvas for the pleasure of 
the privileged classes. I saw the rest of you, too," — 
she glanced at her friends curiously, — " carrying 
on your high, tranquil, intellectual pursuits, while a 
hi^^;ard army like that surrounding me gathered 
unheeded around each of you, holding out pitiful 
hands, but you did not hear, nor see." 

" Overwrou^t I Ah, what a pity I " thought the 
professor of luolt^, sadly. 

" Suddenly the people around me all looked up, 
like the dead men in ' The Ancient Mariner.' They 
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fixed their eyes on me. It was the Day of Judg- 
ment, I thought, and the sentence came. A wan girl 
of my own age spoke to me, and she said, ' You shall 
live forever conscious of our presence : we who have 
fed you, being hungry ourselves ; who have clothed 
you when we were scantily clothed ; who have huilt 
you shelter delicate and fair, knowing, ourselves, 
homes where the walla were bare, the ^ was foul ; 
we who have made a life of high aims and spiritual 
joys possible for you, being, ourselves, held all the 
daylight of our lives to the coarse monotonous labor 
of our hands. Paint your pictures, if you can I You 
shall paint them with onr eyes forever upon you.' 
And I said, ' Perhaps, in the years to come, I may 
ptunt pictures ; but if I do, it shall be for you and 
yours. Probably, however, it were better to wait a 
little while, to give up painting new pictures, or 
seeking new truths, till the treasures of the past are 
made part of the common heritage. I cannot tell 
about tliat yet, bnt at all events, I am coming to 
you that I may escape you, for work I cannot, with 
your pleading eyes upon me. My servants, my mas- 
ters, my benefactors, — I may not be able to share 
my gifts with you as you have shared yours with me, 
for between us men say that there is a great gulf 
fixed ; but I am coming, I am coming though I fall 
into the gulf by the way.' " 

Henrietta was crying softly. 

" Hilda," she said, as they strolled home together, 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



THE ACADEMIC MIND 65 

" I ai^ed against you ; but you know, — I wisli 
I were going with you." 

" I know, dear," Hilda answered gently ; but sbe 
was feeling as solitary as only an exslt«d maiden 
can feel. *' Wby, you were interested in these things 
when you were a sophomore I Yon are — interested 
— still." 

The friends were silent, both aJike wistfuL The 
scholar, catching conta^on for the moment from a 
more militMit and positive nature, yearned toward 
the life of deeds, — while the woman who had just 
opposed the counsels of the friends of her yonth 
was suddenly aware of a profound sense of humilia- 
tion. Before their enlightened devotion to honorable 
tasks, her vague aspirations sank rebuked. A terri- 
fying sense of presumption made her mind shiver as 
if struck by a cold wind. 

Unconscious Henrietta broke in upon her mood 
of depression. 

" You saw a great deal, did n't you, of Mr. Fer- 
guson, before he married Dorothy Gerard ? " she 
asked ; " was it he who stuied you on this line 7 " 

Hilda flung her face upward toward the clear 
heavens. 

" It was no man, ~ no man," — she exclaimed, 
with a passion that bewildered Henrietta. " It was 
the stars." 

" Just what are you going to do when you get to 
Langl^ Hou8€f? " pursued her friend. 
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" If my life is waited, it will not be tJie first, nor 
last," responded Hilda coldly. " Very likely I am 
to be only a listener in the modem Babel till the 
end of my days." 

She went to her room, repeating a scrap of verse 
that had lodged in her memory. 

"I euinot tell, 
T, ohlld of praoMH, if t^ero liM 

A go^ for mo, 
Full of rapoae, fnll of npliw — " 

"AH the same," she added prosaically, as she 
nestled among lier pillows, " I wish I did know 
what I should do when I got th»«." 
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THE SEW COBMOPOLI8 

Luncheon, at Langley House, was a lingering joy. 
Certain residents, to be Bure, came late, ate witli 
swift preoccupation, and lan ; but there were al- 
ways otliers, including as a rule several guests, free 
from engagements on that particular altemoon, and 
eager to gather as many impressions as they ootdd 
from the yivid, desultory talk. Hilda Lathrop, a 
newcomer of a week, was one of these. The situa- 
tion was exciting to her. An inner inipnlse, oonr- 
iahed in solitude, had driven her to a tenement-house 
district ; she looked on these men and women who 
had preceded her with strong curiosity, and an unrea- 
soning expectation that a new and satisfactory theory 
of social reconstruction would be evolved from their 
talk before luncheon was over. 

This laudable hope, however, was frustrated ; per^ 
haps because she sat near the middle of the long table, 
and tried to listen to everybody at once. The top 
was congratulating a resident of commanding aspect 
on her success in getting the entire Leaiy family at 
once into a convalescent home ; one side of the centre 
vns listening to an account of a quarrel in a newly 
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organized laundry union ; the other debated how to 
manage a refractoiy boy's club. From the further 
end, Lu^ detached phraaes floated to Hilda's eager 
ears, — " Social democracy," — " The industrial 
war," — " The coopeTative commonwealth," — but 
the connection between these stimulating expressions 
was invariably drowned. 

A sudden lull fell upon the rapid talk with the 
changing of the courses ; for several of the most 
Toluble speakers, leaving their sentences in the air 
and their guests a trifle dazed, jumped up and 
began to remove the dishes. 

'■ This is the chief way in which we vindicate our 
belief in the digniiy of labor, Miss Lathrop," it had 
been explained to Hilda at her first repast. 

In the temporary pause, a mascidine voice — for 
ULen, in a minority, were present — made itself 
heard down the length of the table. It was aimed 
at the head worker, who sat silent, a little abstracted, 
pouring cocoa into an endless procession of cups. 

" I never thought till to-day what a paradox the 
name of this street is. Miss Abbott," said Mr. 
Mervyn, a keen-looking young lawyer, — " Lincoln 
Street ! " 

*' Named in 1865 when the street was made ; it 
was a fashionable quarts then," remarked the 
president in charge of the city history club. 

" All this babel of nations," Mr. Mervyn went 
on, " under the auspices of the Illinois r^-splitter, 
' new birth of our new soil, the first American.' " 
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*■ The fiTBt perhaps ; certamly not the last," said 
the head worker succinctly. 

*' How many nationalities live in the street, Mies 
Abbott ? " queried some one. 

" We are mostly Irish toward the upper end. 
But the Bussian Jews are pushing the Irish out. 
The Syrian quarter beg^ in Lincohi Court — " 

" There are a Khalil and a wee Anael in our 
kindergarten, just aa if they had walked out of 
' The Betum of the Druses,' " broke in Jessie Ban- 
croft, a young resident with a winning faoe. *' The 
priest has a k>ng white beard and is married, and 
they have mass in their own tongue." 

" We went to a Syrian wedding the other night," 
added a still-faced Mias Ellis. " It was very touch- 
ing, with moving lights and strange ceremonies. Bat 
the Irish boys got wind of it and rushed in and 
treated those poor Orientals as if it w^re a circus." 

" There are a few Hungarian families," continued 
Miss Abbott, who had a way of drawing the conver- 
sation back into k^c, " and of course the Italians." 

" All under the patronage of President Lincoln ! " 
persisted Mr. Mervyn. 

The luminous eyes of a Miss Frothingham oppo- 
site him darted a glance of defiance. " Why not ? " 
she qneried. 

" Yes, why not ? " Lw^hed Miss Abbott. " What 
better patron s^nt of the new democrat^ ? " 

Mr. Mervyn's long, distinguished, melancholy 
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f&ce turned to Miss Frothingham witli a slig^Uy 
satirical expression. " I wonder how maaj of these 
children ever heard <^ the martyred Freddent ? " he 
said. 

" We have his picture in the kindergarten room," 
replied rose-cheeked Jessie Bancroft. " But the 
children don't like it. Loigi said this morning, 
' Take away zat ugalj man, Mis»« Jessee ; give 
auozzer pretty eignota.' He adores the Sistine ma- 
donna, — though he tries to call her the Sixteenth 
madonna, he thinks that is her name " — A shout 
went up from the table, Langley House being 
addicted to madonnas on its walls. 

" Did you explain Lincoln ? " asked Miss Abbott. 

"No, I didn't. I flatted. I said we had his 
picture because he was a great and good man. The 
Civil War seemed so far away from Lui^," 

" He ought to be taught to understand it, — to 
reverence the American traditions," quoth a guest 
severely. She was a high-bred, middle-aged woman, 
with New England stamped on her ef^eglasses. 

" Well, they do take to American traditions in 
an extraordinary way," meditated Jesme. " Yester- 
day afternoon I came into the Hving-room suddenly, 
and there were about seventy-five mites sitting on 
the floor, — so Italian, — so Jewish, — so oriental ! 
There was one little Chinese boy, with a minute pig- 
t^. And they were all singing, ' My country, 't is 
of thee,' at the top of their voices. The soene waa 
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so funny and pathetic, it made me laugh and then 
it made me ciy. I think I never knew what it was 
to feel patriotio till I came here." 

** And realized patriotism onder difficulties," said 
Miss Abbott whimsically. "Please pass me the 
cookieB." 

'* All the same, what a pity it is tihat t^ey have n't 
some better song than 'America,' to foster their 
national feeling ! " The speaker was Janet Froth- 
ingham. 

" And what is the matter with ' America,' pray ? " 
Miss Saltonstall of the eyeglasses spoke with a cer- 
tun asperity. 

" It is merely a sectional poem for one thing," 
replied Miss Abbott gently. " What Mississippian 
would care to sing it? " 

" If sweet ^Freedom's song rai^ from the tower 
of the engin&-house, these imps of Hie street might 
understajid the allusion," remarked Mr. Merryn. 
" What do th^ know about mountain sides, and 
rocks and rillB ? They never saw a rill, except in 
the gutter." 

" They Late the country when they get there," , 
said some one. " Don't you remember MoUie Han- 
nan saying the country was bo horrid because you 
could n't see anjrthing but spaces? " 

" Anyway, when I took Rachel to the top of Pol- 
lock'sHilI,she liked it," protested Jessie. "Sheaaid, 
' Ain't this grand ? I admire scenery, it adds so.' " 
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" Langley Honse influence, I £ear," laughed Mias 
Abbott. 

Miss Saltonstall had been sitting loet in thought, 
ft look of pain in her eyes. 

*' I was on the top of a New Hampshire moun- 
tain once last sununer," said she now, gently and 
impreBsirely. " It had stormed all night, but at 
sunrise the mist lifted like a blown onrtain, and we 
saw all the world below, an azure glory. We looked 
from Monadnock and Wachusett across liake Win- 
nepesankee, to the great peaks of Washington and 
Ijafayette, then to the Green Mountuns and the 
far Adirondacke, acroaa the Connecticut River Val- 
ley. Six states were in mght. The very names were 
sacred. Presently some one started * America,* 
and every voice joined in. * From every mountain 
' side let Freedom ring.' The poem did not sound 
unreal then, I assure you. I for one, as I looked 
over that fur land, thanked God for my heritage 
and for my forefathers." 

"Thank you, Miss Saltonstall," said the head 
worker. " That does me good. We people who an 
absorbed in the problems of this bewildering latter- 
day America get to feeling aa if the big cities were 
all the nation. But that is America too, that peace 
and beauty and the traditions of high, plain. God- 
fearing living." 

" It is certfunly the most characteristic part of 
America." Miss Saltonstall looked pu^ed. 
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Just here, a commotion outside caused every one 
to mail to the window. 

" Aw, Mickey, let 'er go I " " Look out for the 
cops." " Sheeny I Sheeny ! Sheeny I " 

Half a dozen boys were Singing these titmite at 
the object of their swift pursuit, — a scared little 
Jew, who fied furtively down the street. 

Miss Abbott opened the door with decision. 

*' Patrick, — and yon, Mortimer, — and yoo, 
Michael," she called in clear, undisturbed tones, 
" what did I say to you about chasing Jaoob ? " 

" He ain't no American, like us : he 'a a Sheeny," 
muttered the leader of the group, as small Jaoob 
was borne away to coasolation by a sympathetic 
resident. 

Laughing at the appositeness of the incident, the 
others withdrew to the liviug-room, — a room softly 
tinted in huea like a sunshiny mountain meadow, 
with pictures that opened windows upon wide skies 
and far horizons, woodland paths or the heaving 
brightness of the sea. The little group gathered 
around the driftwood fire, and the talk went on. 

" There 's the America of the future for you, Miss 
Saltonstall," s^d Mr. Mervyn dryly. 

" And our next duty," mused Miss Abbott, " is 
to connect it with the America of the past. Did 
ever a nation have such a task set before it as ours? 
We are the gathering-ground of the peoples : on 
our soil they meet. But in whatever direction one 
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looks one sees dividing al)y^ses. Cleavage of classes, 
cleavage of races, cleavage of futlisl an inextri' 
cable confusion. And the voice of democracy, 
crying aloud in our streets: 'Out of all this 
achieve brotherhood I achieve the race to be.' " 

" It seems to me very doubtful," remarked Mr. 
Mervyn, " whether the future is to see one Ameri- 
can race. As I watch these hordes sweeping down 
upon us, another image rises before me, — why not 
ao Italian city here, — a Hungarian colony there, 

— a Swedish, a German, — all preserving their 
racial autonomy, as they certainly seem inclined to 
do so far, but held together by political union? 
Such a thing has never been seen, I grant you, — 
though the Boman Empire suggests it, — but nei- 
ther have our conditions ever been seen. The thing 
is thinkable." 

" It is the socialist picture of the Europe of the 
foturel" exclaimed Hilda in an undertone. But 
the young lawyer's words had roused another 
speaker, — a Unitarian minister of waving gray 
hair and fine, sensitive face. 

" Would the Americans — by that, I mean ' we ' 

— remain ihe governing race, do you think ? " asked 
the Rev. Dr. Talbot. 

Mervyn raised his eyebrows. " Are we that now, 
should you say, Miss Abbott?" he enquired. 
" How about the politics of this waid, in which you 
vainly invite your humble servant to mingle ? " 
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Janet FrotluDgbam mored a little impatiently. 
Miss Abbott gave no direct answer. 

" I am thinking over your picture of the fotnre," 
ehe said. " It may be ; but even if the raoes stay 
separate, — I confess I bad never before thought 
of the possibility, — tbey must in some way form 
a nation." 

" Political and industrial forces will achieve that," 
siud Mervyn. 

" The unity that makes a nation great," rejoined 
Miss Abbott, "is that of spiritual consciousnejis, 
not that of material interests." 

" We shall get it through the schools ; " Miss 
Saltonstall spoke with cheerful assurance. *'We 
shall indoctrinate all these foreigners in time — all 
the worthy ones, at least — with the great Ameri- 
can tradition." 

"The countenance of George Waahingtoo, -^ 
Unitarianism, — and pumpkin pie," murmured 
Janet. No one heard her except Mr. Mervyn, who 
Bashed an amused glance at her, then turned to 
Miss Saltonstall. 

'* Why foreigners ? " he asked with courteous 
deference. 

Miss Saltonstall stared, perplexed and perturbed. 

" The Indians are the only true Americans if you 
come to that. All the rest of us are immigrants as 
sorely as small Jacob." 

*' I think," said Mise Abbott, *' the Pilgrim Fa- 
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thers would have liked to hear that. Those godly 
and demooratdo men would hare grieved to find 
derivation from themselves the shibboleth of a new 
csolusiveness." 

Mr. Mervyn raised his eyebrows, cynical onoe 
more. " Are you sure ? " he asked. " Now the PH- 
grim Fathers always seemed to me ratlier a limited 
corporation, — the stock of tolenuute strictly limited 
to members of the company." 

" ' Land of the Pilgrims' pride ' — it was funny 
to hear all those little Bonum Catholics and Jews 
singing that." Jessie Bancroft smiled at the re- 
collection. 

" I don't hold a brief for that poor little poem," 
said the Bev. Dr. Talbot. All tamed toward the cul- 
tured voice. " It 'b pretty bad poetry, and it can't 
even boast a tune of its own. But I confess that I 
don't like to hear the Pilgrim Fathers abased. By 
more than accident of time were they the first im- 
migrants. They held the moral lead too. They 
lifted the banner of an ideal ; that banner we still 
hold high. We hold it over these degraded races 
that seek our BhoreH." 

Miss Saltonstall looked contented for the first 
time. Janet Frothingham wa« restless ; her lips 
were curling, her cheeks Boarlet. Miss Abbott threw 
her a warning glanoe, but to no avail. 

" We had a imiversity extension lectnre here 
the other night that I think you would have liked. 
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Dr. Talbot," she said sweetly ; " on the ' Coloai- 
zation of New England.' I regret to state that a 
friend of mine, Tim Haley, summed up its effect on 
the audience as follows : ' Say,' sud Tim to me, 
' what 'ud ye git us here for to hear about thim 
canting English heretics ? ' " 

A little shock ran through the room. Janet went 
on hastily : — 

" You won't establish your common tradition by 
poking your Pilgrim Fathers or your liberty of 
conscience at the Jews or the Irish." 

Mr. Merryn looked entertained, but Miss Ellis 
seemed distressed, and Miss Abbott was speaking 
with her most perfect courtesy. 

" I think Miss Frothingham means that we must 
not only make these later comers free of our tradi- 
tions ; we must also honor theirs." 

" Honor theirs ! " exclaimed Miss Saltonstall. 
*' Why, what traditions hare they ? These igno- 
rant, superstitious people ! " 

But Miss Abbott was kindling ; her quietude and 
sweet courtesy were less noticeable now than a eertun 
light in the eyes and swift drawing of the breath. 

"Think," she said in a low voice, *'what our 
national hymn shall be when the poet of the future 
comes, how it shall thrill with the life and passion 
of the peoples become a nation, of the latest as of 
the e^liest comers ! Many the heroes it will com- 
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"A treatise on universal history?" suggested 
Miss Frotliingliam. 

Miss Abbott laugbed good-humoredly. " I sup- 
pose I was Boariag," she said. " No, just because 
our Ameriooa hynm must imply so much, it ought 
not to embody any special set of local allusions. 
But somehow it must gather up the enthusiasms of 
all the raoes, for ideals and enthusiasms they hare. 
I hope some day they may appreciate President 
Lincoln ; but first, perhaps, we must leam to appre- 
ciate the great names of the Irish, of the Italians, 
of the Russians, the Swedes." 

"Pray, how should these concern our national 
hymn ? They were n't Americans," 

" They died and lived for freedom. I wish we 
could say, where freedom is, there is America." 

" Bnt you can't, you know." The mockery had 
died from Janet's eyes ; " now can you ? " 
. Miss Abbott sighed. 

" That is the worst of this hymn on the lips of chil- 
dren," Janet went on quietly, but with a suppressed 
vibration in her voice. " It is n't poetry, aeither is 
it truth ; it is a blank, plain lie, and they know it. 
* Sweet land of libertj",' they sing, while their fa- 
thers and mothers, their elder brothers and sisters, 
have entered into a life-long bondage; and they 
know that the same bondage awaits them too in a 
few years, and that their parents, and they them- 
selves are anxious for only one thing, — that they 
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may numage to sell themselves a little sooner ttutii 
the law permits." 

M Do you really think," broke in Hilda, " that 
the life of the wage-earners may justly be described 
as bondage ? " 

" I was just going to say that ! " exolmmed Miss 
SaltonstalL " You sound — excuBe me — a little 
sentimental and exaggerated, my dear Miss Froth- 
ingham. These people win far better wages than 
in their own country. They are entirely free. The 
way up is open to every one of them if they have 
abihty ; no barriers impede their upward progress," 

" Do you feel that way too ? " Miss Frothingham 
was looking at Hilda. 

*' It seems to me a matter where knowledge is 
more important than feeling," replied Hilda. *' I 
have come here as a listener. But most of the 
people I have listened to in my past life agree with 
Miss SaltonstalL" 

" I don't believe " — Miss Frothingham spoke more 
and more slowly — '* that I will try to defend my 
phrases to you just now. When you have been here 
a year, you shall tell me whether I have exaggerated." 

Hilda nodded gravely. 

" But one thii^ is patent at once," MisB Froth- 
ingham went on ; " it is that we are ignoring or 
suppressing the best gifts that these people might 
giy% us. We force them to devote all their powers 
to ministering to our physical wants." 
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" Pray what else are they fitted for ? " queried 
Miss SaltonstalL 

Miss Froihingham vouchsafed no direct answer. 
*'And meantime," she went on, "we intellectual 
people try to lead the higher life, free from material 
cares, and generally avoid all contact with the others, 
unless we try to do them good. Yet often these 
slaves to our bodies hold treasures needed by our 
souls. The compelling power of ancient faiths is 
in their hearts ; they bring to our shores the ima^- 
uative wisdom gathered from the experience of the 
•ages. I 've heard a Kussian shirt-nmker and an igno- 
rant Irish girl, sitting by this fire, cap eadi other's 
stories far into the night with wild, beautiful legends 
that the folk-lore society would send its members 
far afield to hear. They have come to us, these 
stories, borne in the f aithf ol hearts of the people, and 
we won't take the trouble to listen. We are always 
talking about our lack of antiquity ; well, antiqui^ 
is here. How long it will stay, I ctm't tell ; the 
whir of factory wheels scatters it fast. And if we 
ignore the wealth of traditions which our emigrants 
bring OS, we ignore still more tiieir creative powers. 
Yes, I know they are the dr^ of their nations, 
the poor, the outcast often, always the conunon 
people. But when did the arts develop from an aris- 
tocnu^? The English stock needs enrichment. 
It has developed on our soil a civilization with 
strong, fine traits, but arid, hard^ied, materialized^ 
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servoas. Would n't that tnTilizatioii profit by the 
gifts of other ntcea, less competent in action, it may 
be, but with more aptitude for emotion and dream ? 
Look at this street! It is a symboL Here we 
have the Celt — " 

Mr. Mervyn raised his eyebrows whimsically ; 
Janet caaght the sliglit movement, and went on 
with more animaldcai and feeling in her tones. 

*'He is the dreamer among nations, he moves 
forever under the glamonr of a mystic spelL Can 
we do nothing with these warm Irish hearts and 
quick ima^nations, but put them in our kitchens 
and let them ruin our polities ? I tell you, Miss 
Lathrop, that Katie Donovan in my class of Irish 
working-^ls has a poetic sensitiveness that I don't 
believe your trained college students can equal." 

" I can well believe that," smiled Hilda. " How 
about your other races ? " 

" Why should n't the Italians supply to us the 
instinct for the arts ? The race that produced 
the great painters ought to have some riches for the 
Ai^lo-Sazons, who hare never known how to do 
anything with the visible worid except to conquer 
it. As for the Gtermans, think of their musical 
powers I My friend who has the little music school 
here tells me that among her uptown pupils, about 
one in ten has some real aptitude, while here the 
proportion is ten to one." 

" That is curiously striking." 
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*' Yes, bat the cluldt«n leave her and drop tbeir 
playing at twelve or fourteen to go to work. An- 
other thing that Beems dying among us is the power 
of philosophical thought — " 

" Oh. no," ewd Hilda ; but Janet's rapid speech 
overbore her. 

*' Look at the whole trend of our nation ; is n't it 
away from idealism, speculative or practical ? Well I 
If yoQ want refreshment on these lines, talk to the 
Jew. The Jew paBses for a money-making ma- 
chine, but behind the pawnbroker the idealist is 
hidden. — 

*' Then there is the Slav." Janet paused ; her 
eyes, foil of dreams, seemed fixed on some one not 



" He biings us the capacity for martyrdom," she 
said softly; Hilda wondered why Mildred Ellis's 
eyes rested with a look of trouble on her friend. 
After an instant's musing, Miss Frothingham re- 
sumed : — 

" We ask their lowest from all Uiese, and we get 
it. If we helped to develop their finest gifts, and gave 
them free play, we might in three or four genera- 
tions have a nation the most wonderfully equipped 
that the world has seen. As it is, their life is labor 
and sorrow, for when they do not work they suffer, 
— oh, how they suffer, the workers ! " 

Miss Prothingham caught her breath and paused 
in her rapid E^eech. On the iaae of every one 
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present wbo vas not a casual guest, Hilda saw the 
same look, grave and pained. For an instant, deep 
silence fell. 

" And wlule they are in the prison of labor," Miss 
Frothingham went on, "all these fair powers of 
theirs sit sleeping with folded wings, and do not 
even peep out of the window. From the mere point 
of Tiew of wise national economy, our treatment of 
the foreign populations on oar shores is a tragedy 
of waste. ' Sweet land of liberty,' indeed I " 

" We '11 not deny the ideal because we have not 
reached it, Janet," Miss Abbott said gently ; *' we '11 
■ hope till hope creates from its own wreck the thii^ 
it contemplates.' Witli the help of those who suffer 
shall yet be built in America the Holy City." 

" St. John saw that city coming down from God 
out <rf Heaven," a^d Miss Ellis, speaking again at 
last. " It had not urived, it was a perpetual be- 
coming; but we can always see it if we lift our 
eyes." 

Janet Frothingbam sat very silent for a moment, 
in the nudst of the silent group; then i 
sprang to her feet with her face illumined : — 

" I will not oeaae from mental strif a 
Not lay my sword from out my lumd 
Till we hBTe built Jenualem 
In England's green and pleasant land," 

she quoted with a ring in her voice. 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



84 A LISTENER IN BABEL 

A few IionrB later, Hilda sat in her own little 
loom, looking out, as she had always loved to do, 
into the night. Her inner eky was dim as that with- 
out, and even the purpose and object of her coming 
was shrouded. Her mood was that described bj 
Maeterlinck when he says that life is lived most tm^ 
in the shadow of a great expectation, expectation <tf 
we know not what, whether a task or a vision. 

Across the narrow yards where laga flapped in 
the breeze, the windows of the opposite tenements 
shone unshaded and exposed. The very lights looked 
immodest to Hilda. " I shall be able to study do- 
mestic life to advantage," she reflected. 

Then her mind travelled back to that other night, 
when in the very moment that she faced her private 
tragedy, she had suddenly become aware of a distant 
summons to wider experience from the waiting, call- 
ing world. 

" I have oome a little way since then," she thought ,- 
" such a little way I " 

The pain, so fresh in sharpness at that time, had 
in a sense not lessened. She was not a woman to 
love and foi^et. Lawrence Fergusfm was the only 
man on whom her heart would ever look. But as a 
constant physical sensation can often be disr^arded, 
BO with this steady craving ; it left her nature free. 
And indeed she had come to recognize that not even 
a happy marria^ could have satisfied a deeper de- 
sire which was her birthright, — the desire for the 
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umoD with aJl humaniiy, lacking which she perished 
in aterile isolation, — to adueYe which how many 
barriers must he thrown down t Of this mystical 
desire she never spoke : it would hare seemed fan- 
tastic enough, even to her'nearest, coming as it did 
from a woman whom the world accounted singularly 
uuBociaUe and reserved. Yet till it were fulfilled, 
she felt herself in bondage. 

To tear herself away from her natural connec- 
tions, and come among working-people, in hopes of 
finfliTig this free human fellowship, was a course of 
action perhaps unnecessary and forced. Yet, en- 
closed as she knew herself to be in clique and clasa 
prejudice, it had seemed to her thitt only when ^le 
should reach vital intercourse with those most alien 
and remote, would fellowship and rest be fully won. 
She wearied, moreover, of the conventional life in 
which it is so difficult to probe beneath the artificial 
and accidental ; she had hoped that among those with 
whom primal experiences were more evident, the 
common ground of humanity would be easier to find. 

Had she been mistaken, she wondered, brooding 
over the talk of the afternoon. On that other night 
when she had overlooked great Paris blended to a 
unit in the moonlight, men, generalized in her 
thought, had seemed to her very near, held in the 
union of universal sorrow. To-night, she realized 
with a pang that as she sought to approach them 
they receded. Becalhng the sights, the sounds, of 
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her chosen district, she tried to create in her own 
mind the consciousness of tliose with whom she was 
to live ; and as she did so, they retreated into immea- 
surable apace. She remembered Miss Abbott's words 
about the forces that divide us, and race, class, and 
religion, mighty presences, hovered over her and 
waved her back when she would have drawn near, 
— back from those she loved and longed for. From 
her own world of associations, she sent her shud- 
dering spirit out into vast mental distances, seekii^, 
like Noah's dove, for a point of friendly and familiar 
earth on which to rest ; and like the dove, it re- 
tnmed to her affrighted. Then ancestral blindness 
seemed to fall upon her, and she groped alone in 
vain in a lonely world. 

Long after she was in bed, she watched a man 
and woman in an opposite window, bending over 
a machine of some kind, stitching, — stitching, — 
stitching. The chatter and crying of children lin- 
gered late in the street. Near by, harsh musical 
instruments and loud laughing suggested some fes- 
tivity in progress. That died away at midnight, but 
just as she might have slept, having drawn her blind 
to shut out the tailor at his task, came the sound of 
a woman's sobbing. Low, deep, steady, it seemed 
now here now there, but for two hours never ceased. 
Curses in a man's voice blended with it from time to 
time. From farther away floated the wailing of a 
sick child. 
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" These are my liiUabiee," said Hilda to benelf. 
She slept, at dawn. When she waked, the early 
gunlight was shining through her shade, and to and 
fro in its radiance tossed shadow branches, cast by 
a neglected tree that grew, spindling but courageous, 
in the next yard. HUda looked smilingly at the 
delicate interweaving of curve and line, and light 
and shadow. 

" A message from the for^ ! " she thought ; ^ and 
what is beauty, even a mournful hint of beauty, like 
that given by this dismal little tree, but a pledge of 
love ? My day begins well." 
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Hilda had been dining uptown with her relatives, 
the Howard Browns. Beaisting the entreatiee of 
her pretty cousins to make one of a theatre party, 
she walked briskly homeward through the keen No- 
vember air, smiling at the contrast between the com- 
passionate expression of her relatives, and the buoy- 
ant sense of escape and exhilaration that filled her 
soul. Her brief stay at Langley House had already 
brought her a new intuition of freedom. Abandon- 
ing analysis, she had simply yielded durii^ these 
first weeks to the restfulness of strong experience. 
Now, however, the image of the last hour danced 
before her mind, — the charming table surrounded 
with bright faccB, the delicate food, the clever, 
glancing talk. From all these she turned away with 
a slight mental nausea, and quickened her pace, feel- 
ing distinct pleasure and social anticipation in the 
thought of the monthly " at home " to which she 
was bound. 

" You 're hurrying to the party ? So am 1 1 
Great institution, the party." 

Philip Mervyn had caught up with her. Hilda 
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was by this time on easy terms with the yotmg law- 
yer whose brown visage was one of the most constant 
eights at Lfangley House. Critical and curiously 
attractiTe, he only spoke to touch with light satire 
the opinions of others, ndr had Hilda yet beard him 
strike a poratire note. It would have been puzzling 
to account for his constant presence had one not hap- 
pened to notice the occasional expression under his 
sleepy lids, as he watched the sad, generous, scintil- 
lating beauty of Janet Fiotbingbun. 

" Yes," returned Hilda, as he swung into step. 
" And I 'm wondering why I 'm so pleased. I might 
have gone to see WUlard." 

" More novelty to this," suggested the other. 

Hilda shook her head. She felt that the keen- 
ness of her satisfaction would sound silly if put into 
words. 

"Do you think," said Mr. Mervyn abruptly, 
*' that they realize the Bocnal democraiy they talk 
about?" 

"Yes, I do." Hilda spoke with decision, surprised 
at his chiming with her thoughts ; " that 's why I 
like it all so much. I feel as if I had thrown off the 
conventions of geu^ations, and were stepping free. 
Till I came here, I Qever in my life spoke to a work- 
ing-man except on the basis of class distinctions, or 
as employer to employed." 

Mr. Mervyn looked at her curiously, *' To me," 
he said, " there 's a lot of sham about the whole 
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thing. The existence of the House is artifici&L The 
very fact that all those women choose that mode of 
life aelf-coiiBciously is a witness to the class distinc- 
tions they pretend to deny.'' 

"Who denies them?" retorted HUda. 

" Did n't I bear you call yourself a socialist the 
other night?" 

The ^rl moved impatiently : *' There are two 
sets of people," she s^d, " who make me cross : the 
people who say that if you are a socialist you must 
he sociable, as if the things were synonyms ; and those 
who think that if you have democratic feelings you 
must deny facts. Of course we have class distinc- 
tions. Of course we have n't equality. It is just 
because the fruits of civilization are so beautiful, be- 
cause they affect not only possessions but personal- 
ity, that we can't rest — granted the American ideal 
— till it is possible for every one to have them. I 
protest i^ainst being called undemocratic because 
I know the difference between refinement and vul- 
garity. Not that I 've met any vulgarity here ; that 
bebngs to another stratum. Please excuse me for 
talking so fast. Here we are." 

The hall was gayly decorated, and Janet Froth- 
ingham, Jessie Bancroft, and the others, in pret^ 
dresses, were moving about among the guests. 
Hilda, slipping in quietly, played the r61e of an ob- 
server for half an hour, listening to scraps of con- 
versation, and wondering why she was so absurdly 
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^PP7> — ^ ^® *<>^ ^^ i^ always tum on plea- 
sant themes. 

" And so there 's only Ella woAing sinoe they 
turned Heinrich off. She 's a caah-girl into Duf- 
field's. I don't know what we should have done 
without lier, I do not indeed. But three dollars s 
week won't keep four people. Excuse me for men- 
tioning it, MisB Bancroft." 

" Mr. StrauBS, I can't say anything except that 
I 'm Borry." 

" I know, I know ; it does us much good to have 
you ladies say that to us." 

" Good-ev^ting, Mrs. O'Neill ; how are you ? Is 
your cough better ? " 

'■ I guess BO, thank you, Miss Ellis. I got a new 
doctor, and he give me an electric band to wear 
that excites the juices of the liver. He says the 
trouble 's with my liver, thoi^h I tliink eveiy organ 
is affected. That black medicine my last doctor 
give me used to beat the liver fine, but I think it 
was too strong for the eleesymonary canal, and so 
the heart suffered ^mpatbetio spasms." 

" I am sure an electric band will be better for you 
than that black medicLue. Don't you think so, Miss 
Kearney? Miss Lathrop, let me introduce Miss 
Kearny, one of our best friends in the neighbor- 
hood. She used to take black medicine too, but now 
she goes to the Temple of Christian Science." 
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" Pleased to meet you, I am sure, Miss Lathpop," 
B^d little Miss Kearney, looking as if she wished to 
put the newcomer at her ease, " Do you know the 
Power of the Thought ? Miss O'Neill, she don't be- 
lieve in it, but she 's going to, some day." 

Before Hilda could answer, Mrs. O'Keill broke 
in, to ber relief : — 

** Well, Minnie," she said good-humoredly, " you 
never made much of demonstrating on them mosqui- 
toes, last summer." 

*' Demonstrating on the mosquitoes ? " queried 
Hilda. 

*'They was awful bad," sighed Miss Kearney. 
*' They did torment aunt so I But I used to demon- 
strate on them earnestly, and aunt did say she thought 
the bites did n't iteb so bad after a demonstration." 

*' And is your aunt pretty comfortable ? Miss 
Kearney has a dear old aunt whom we all love ; you 
must goto see her," — Miss Ellis ezpluned. 

Miss Kearney's face felL *' So, so," she said wist- 
fully. " But I can't seem to get her what she 'U 
relish to eat. I fry a bit o' meat 'moat every day, 
bat half the time she don't savor it. And times is 
so bad, Miss Ellis. There 's a outdown 'moat every 
week. I could n't no way make more nor a dollar a 
day before, and it 's gettin' less an' leaa, I 'm better 
off than aome, though," she went on more brightly. 
" Say, I 'm glad I thought of it ; I wish one of the 
ladies would go to see the family over iis, — yon, 
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if yoa can make it oonTenient. There 'a fire little 
children. Mother '9 dead ; I guess the father drinks. 
Them little ones does all the cookiog an' cleanin', — 
what cleanin' there is. There they was yesterday, all 
five of 'em, the baby a-pinii^ away like, and the 
eldest tryin' to toast some acraps of dry bread for 
their dinner. ' Sometimes we has pie,' says he, as 
peart as you please. I went right down and made 
them some good strong tea, — I ihonght it woold 
be so good for the baby. Bnt some one ought to 
see to them regular." 

" I '11 go to-morrow," said Mildred, — " and now 
I must speak to Mrs. Giardini. — Well, Mrs. Giar- 
dini, I have n't seen yon sinoe Giulietta got hack 
from the seaside. Was n't she looking rosy ? " 

Mrs. Giardini was a mild-looking Italian, with 
complunt on her brow. " Yes, ma'am," she assented. 
"But she has not been easy to lif-a with since f^ do 
come home. ' Mamma,' she say to me, do Giulietta, 
* why do we have to lif in a cellar ? It iss not naice 
to lif in cellars.' And she ask for a cap-a to herself, 
and a saucer. And she want her face washed " — 
the voice took on an accent of querulous surprise. 
(' Every day she want it-a washed. I tink I not let 
her go agun." 

*' That is a little hard," Mildred replied sympa- 
thetically. " Still, it would n't take very much time 
to wash her face, you know." 

" Miss Lathrop," intervened Jessie Bancroft, the 
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comers of her moutli dimpling a little, " let me in- 
troduce Mr. Hopkbs, with whom I am sure that 
you will have much in common. Mr. Hopkins is a 
great lover of books." 

And indeed this elderly janitor of a neighboring 
building found his chief joy in a little book-shelf of 
inherited rolumes. N. P. Willis, Smiles, and Long- 
fellow were among his treasures, authors on whom 
Hilda, to her mortification and his evident surprise, 
was unable to converse. Stevenson and Kipling, 
to whom she would have turned the talk, had not 
risen on his horizon ; but Shakespeare and Milton 
were familiar friends, and the old man's eye kin- 
dled as he declaimed in an undertone the speech 
over the body of Ctesar. Mildred joined the group 
presently, bringing with her a member of Hilda's 
newly formed class in the History of Art, — Katie 
Donovau, a slender Irish girl with languid grace of 
mind and body, whose dreamy soul shone like a 
light through her plebeian features. 

" There is one thing," Mr. Hopkins was remark- 
ing gravely, "which disappoints me in the great 
Shakeqieare." 

" Disappointed 1 In Shakespeare ! " exclauned 
Katie, and Hilda, looking into the dilated eyes, saw 
there Juliet in her balcony, Perdita among her 
flowers, the moonlit wood where fairies play, the 
clash of arms at Agincourt, and the wind-swept moor 
over which old Lear must wander. 
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*' I am disappointed," Mr. Hopkins went on 
finnlj, " because, so far as I ean see, Shakespeare 
is interested only in persons of rank and wealth, 
in lords and ladies, in princesses and kings. He is 
wrongly called universal. When he presents com- 
mon people, it is only as a mob for the gentility to 
influence, or as men who are to be laughed at by 
their betters." 

" I don't see why that makes any difference," re- 
turned Katie. " I feel just as if Cordelia was my 
sister ; I never remember die 's a princess, or poor 
Ophelia a fine lady. And i love to have them aU 
ao beautiful, and to see the splendid clothes and the 
palaces, and the wonderful places they live in. It 
sort of rests me," 

" ' Ladies fair attd lovely knights,' " smiled Mil- 
dred, " I like to think of them too, Katie." 

Mr. Hopkins smiled indulgently, yet with an eut 
of rebuke. " Shakespeare, I fear, was an aristo- 
crat in his heart," said he ; " but Milton now, who 
is, as I understand, considered the second in rank 
among the poets of England, he was a stanch re- 
publican." 

"Milton was republican in politics," remarked 
Hilda, " but I think he was of a veiy aristocratic 
temper." 

" You are mistaken," answered Mr. Hopkins; *' he 
had a truly democratic spirit of humility." 

" Humility ? " Hilda, not accustomed to associ- 
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ate this quality with the haughty baid, was a trifle 
dazed. 

" I am thinking," replied Mr. Hopbdns trium- 
phantly, " of that fine sonnet on his blindness. 
Do you recall the concluding line? 'They also 
serve vfao only stand and vait,' it runs. Miss La- 
throp, there is no position in modem society more 
humiliatiDg, more menial, than that of a waiter. I 
have myself been a wuter, and I know. Our poet 
does not shrink from it, and many a time has that 
line brought me oonsolation." 

" See," exclaimed Mildred, probably anxious to 
create a diversion, " Miss Abbott has just come in, 
with Mr. O'Hagan. She is bringing Um this way. 
I am glad. She told me yesterday that she wanted 
you to meet him." 

Mr. O'Hagan, the most important labor-leader 
in the city, was a powerful looking man, with long 
&ce, stubborn jaw, and luminous eyes. He beamed 
on Mildred, crushed Hilda's delicate fingers in a 
hearty grasp, and turned to Katie. 

" Hello, Katie I how 'a the laundry union ? That 
quarrel between Nelly O'Shea and Hannah about 
the dues settled yet? We 've got to hold that union 
togetiteir, yon know." 

" It 's all right, Mr. O'Hagan," Katie hastened to 
say. " Everything 's lovely. Miss Ellis talked to 
Nell, and to Hannah, and I don't know how she done 
it, — she did it, I mean, but Hannah apologized last 
Tuesday," 
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Mr. O'Hagan looked with frank admiration at 
Mildred. " Takes a woman to do that ! " he re- 
marked. " I might have talked to them girls a 
month." 

" I think seeing how unhapp; Katie was helped 
more than anything," said Mildred. 

" Katie 's a good girl," O'Hagan assented approv- 
ingly. " A good union girl she is, when she does n't 
lose her head in poetry and such ! " 

" But the poetry helps the onion in me I " Katie 
was exclaiming, when she stopped, realizing that 
Mildred was asking Mn. O'Hagan gravely : — 

" Do yon think it is really wise to attempt to 
build up this laundry uuion out of all the different 
natroniJities ? If the girls were all of one race, it 
might be done, but — " 

Here Hilda's attention wandered, for she orer- 
heard Mr. Mervyn's voice behind her, asking with 
some asperity : — 

" Who is that peculiarly unpleasant looking man 
who baa been talking to Miss Frothingham in the 
comer for half an hour ? She is n't paying the 
least attention to her social daties." 

Hilda turned, and saw Janet, obUvious of her sur- 
roundinga, leaning agunst the piano, her eyes held 
in the eyes of a num somewhat shorter than herself. 
One might pass the man by without a thought, so 
insignificant was his figure, so expressionless at first 
glance his face. If, however, a second glance were 
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given, there would be a third, a fourth, a long spell- 
bound study. Tragedy, passion, and a something 
menacing were hidden behind the pale, dull mash. 

" Who is he ? " Mr. Mervyn was repeating. 

" Ah," replied Jessie Bancroft, who stood beside 
liim, looking at the two with knitted brows, " that is 
the question." 

" Don't you know him ? " 

** Does any one ? — But I can introduce you, if 
you like. He goes by the name of Simpson." 

'* No, thanks," responded Mr. Mervyn languidly, 
looking especially clean, slender, and American. " I 
don't fraternize much with Russians." 

« I 'm with you there," exclaimed Mr. O'Hagan, 
interrupting Mildred, and wheeling abruptly around. 
*' Say, you and me don't often agree, Mr. Mervyn, 
but we do this time. The dirty sneak I He 's one 
of that anarchist crowd. What they want is to make 
trouble in the unions, that 's the thing tliey 're a^r. 
The best thing this country can do is to get 'em 
all together and ship 'em back where they oame 
from. See there ! He won't meet my eye ! " And 
sure enough, aa Mr. Simpson chanced to turn in the 
direction of O'Hagan, his pallor deepened, and a look 
of blank dislike overspread his face. 

" Is he really a Russian ? " asked Hilda. 

" I suppose BO," Jessie answered. " At least, he 
has been twice in Siberian prisons, he says. And 
he knows all the Russian socialists. He is an 
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extraordinarily interesting talker," Bhe went on. 
" He held us all till midnight after the last eco- 
nomic conference at the House, telling stories about 
Hie efforts of boys and ^Is in the Russiaa high 
schools to educate the peasantry." 

*' He is probably Miss Froth ingham's Slav with 
a capacity for martyrdom," Mr. Mervyn reflected. 

Jessie rippled with laughter. *' He does n't look 
it, does he? But I shouldn't wonder," she said. 
'* I think he *d like to blow up everybody from the 
President to the comer policeman, and be shattered 
himself " — but here the piano drowned her voice. 

" The gentleman 's goin' to give us another of 
them lovely comic songs," exclaimed Mrs. O'Neill, 
contentedly. 

It was highly c<Hnio, and when it was finished 
'* the gentleman," who was a well-known tenor, sang 
another. Then he sang lullabies, tender little things, 
and a love-ditty and an old ballad or two. The room 
was full of laughter and pleasant eagha. The women 
to whom Hilda had been talking nudged each other 
in ecstasy ; a hollow-eyed lame girl pounded with 
her crutch ; a blind woman rased her eyes with 
a foolish, beatific smile. Everywhere the harassed 
look of physical and mental hunger which Hilda 
had noticed as the hall-mark of the company was 
overhud by an expression of delight. The child-soul 
of these depleted people, imprisoned in their over- 
worked and exhausted bodies, seemed to awake and. 
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peer aatonished throagh the weaty windows of their 
eyes. There was nothing melodTamBtio about this 
audience, jet the more Hilda looked at it the more 
it stirred her. A deep joy moved in her heart, — was 
it the joy of brotherhood, unchecked at last ? She 
had always been rather averse to society, but here 
her old impatience died away, u she rect^nized 
in social interooorse at its simplest an eternal 
saerednees and beauty. 

** Miss Lathrop," — Janet, with flushed cheeks, 
was standing before Hilda, — "I especially want you 
to meet my friend Mr. Simpson ; " and as the evening 
wore to a triumphant conclusion in a Virginia Reel 
the gray-faced man sitting betwcrai the two women 
transported them into for regions, telling, in vivid, 
brc^en English, of bitter stn^^le against oppres- 
sion, of heroic sacrifice, showing itself in deeds of 
violence often, oi dramatic reprisals, and passitms 
that oould not be qaeoched. 

'• Ah ! " Hilda drew a long breath as she spoke. 
** I have Hved enough in Europe to know that what 
you say is true. The battle for simjde tolerance 
— for reasonable liberty of thought — is not yet 
won diere. How good American air must seem to 
yon I " 

Simpson's brows darkened. "At first; not 
now," he replied. 

" What! not with all our free institotions I " 
exclaimed Janet in mock earnestness. 
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Simpson's hands swept lu dramatiit, furtiye ges- 
ture aiouncl the room. " Do these look free ? " he 
questioned. "Am I £r-ee? A man of genins, a 
maa ready to die for humanity, — I say it sim- 
ply, — I have prored it. And here in yonr free 
ooontry, I cannot earn my bread." 

Hilda was moved to laughter, but the eyes of 
Janet vere fierions. 

**Yoa have no ozar," Mr. SimpBOu went on 
with exquisite softness of utterance; "but have 
yon not a president ? — Have you not lav? Have 
you not marriage ? Haf you not the Church ? Ah I 
The bondage of the eld world is here, — a false 
magic has made the chains invisible, that is all. 
But wait ! The day shall come, the people they 
shall see those chains, they shall r— r— r— ise ; govern- 
ments shall cease I " 

" And then ? " asked Hilda. The man left her 
very cold. 

Simpson looked at her with the dased eyes of 
the fanatic. 

"Then?" he said dreamily. "Ah, — then, — 
the great Keconciliation ! " 

It was impossible to ask what this enigmatic ut^ 
terance meant, for the party was over. The last 
guests having taken leave, the Langley House peo- 
ple lingered for a little talk. 

" Well, what do yon think of our party?" Miss 
Ellis asked Hilda. 
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" Oh, I did like it ! " sighed the girl happily. 
*' They had such a good time, — and so did I." 

" Then yon don't agree with the huge lady who 
ashed me to-night, ' What can you possibly find to 
talk about with these people, my dear Miss Ellis ? ' " 

"That is question number three," said Jessie 
Bancroft sagely. " ' Do you find that your efforts 
are really appreciated ? ' is number one ; and number 
two, * Can you discern any serious change for the 
better in your neighborhood? ' " 

*' Could you tell the uptown people from the 
downtown ? " pursued Miss Ellis. 

Hilda nodded. " Yes," she said ; " for the up- 
town people had the air of expecting the agreeable ; 
(he others lotted as if they expected the unplea- 
sant" 

" Rich people are often discontented and miseiv 
able enough," remarked Janet, rousing for a mo- 
mfsnt from a reverie. 

" They live out their tragedies, however," said 
Hilda, "in an atmosphere of ease. They move 
among pleasant words, and courteous gesturefi, and 
clean tahl&^en. Society has developed a wide code 
of expression which implies the attractiveness of 
life ; this softens our afflictions, and, naturally, af- 
fects our aspect." 

*' It is a hideous mockery ! " abruptly exclaimed 
the silent, mournful Mrs. Bronsoo, — a woman, as 
Hilda had already learned, who looked at all life 
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thwragli the medium o£ a personal tragedy. " One 
of the best things here," she went on, " is the ab- 
sence of imitatioD cheerfulness. Life is honest, at 
least." 

"I should say sol " sighed Jessie. "Sometimes 
I should be glad of any eheerfulDess, imitated or 
not. I come home from a round of neighborhood 
eallB with mj mind a chamber of horrors and my 
sympathies all gaping wounds." 

" Now I love calling," meditated Mildred Ellis. 
" When people talk about diseases, I usoally intro- 
duce babies ; but it is often a comfort to them to 
talk about diseases too." 

" Oh, well, you know that you would be per- 
fectly contented to live in a convent, Mildred, and 
confine your intercourse to the be^ars at the gate." 
Jessie spoke with a pretty petulance. "Neverthe- 
less there is — there was — an art of conversation, 
an art of social life." 

" I don't care much for it," mused Hilda. *' Con- 
versation as I have known it is half the time a 
means of slipping away from realities. It is a game, 
and it ought — it ought — " 

" Mildred would say that it ought to be a sacra- 
ment," Bu^ested Jessie. 

" I have always heard it implied," went on Hilda, 
*'that to be comprehensible only to the cultured 
was a mark of distinction. I wonder if just the op- 
posite is n't true ? To be able really to meet one's 
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fellowB in the region of the oommon life is a very 
rare power ; it must be a veiy blessed one." She 
oould not pat into words the stntnge, hapj:^ wanntli 
that flooded her, hut she added shjiy; "I should 
^ink that power would be more easily dereloped 
here than anywhere I have ever lived." 

There was a hght in the girl's dear face as dte 
spoke, and a similar light, pure, tender, shone in 
the eyes of Mildred Ellis. 

" All the same," Janet inaisted after a moment'a 
panse, "social intereonrae here must always be 
profoundly sad. For life is sad. There iream aloMMt 
as many tr^edies in this nxBD to-night as there 
were people." 

" You 've been talking too muah to Mr. Simpson," 
said Jessie affectionately. " He 'a enough to depress 
all the actors in a vaiideville." 

** He is full of fire against hnman injustice, if 
that is what you mean I " returned Janet with spirit. 
** I do not myself find that atmosphere depressing." 

Jesrae lifted her ^ebrows without speaking. 

** You are always unfair t» Mr. Simpeon, Jessie." 

» I like to hear him talk," Jessie replied coldly. 
" It is qnite a dramatic luxury. But I must confess 
that he is not to me a convincing person." 

" I should n't think that a Russian anarchist im- 
ported into America could bear much real relation 
to American problems," remarked Hilda. "I've 
known some of them abroad." 
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" He can be a very real danger," interposed Miss 
Abbott quietly. Janet stirred with a little restless- 
ness, and after a moment Hilda began again. 

" That terrible look of anxiety on all the faces I " 
she cried. " I can't es«ipe it." 

" Anxiety," aBBented Janet, glad of the divermon, 
"is the curse of the poor. It materializes them 
when it doesn't torture. They live on the edge of 
a black abyss of failure, hunger, helplessness, crime. 
Only a few dollars perhaps in the savings bank, in 
many cases only the precarious strength of their 
hands, keeps them from slipping in and vanishing. 
They have lived on the e<^ so long that they are 
a little dulled to its terrors ; but there was not one 
person here to-night, there are few people in the 
working • classes, free from ceaseless and well- 
grounded apprehension." 

There was a moment's silenoe, then, — 

" Is it not worse than usual just now. Miss Ab- 
bott?" asked Jessie Bancroft. "There seemed to 
be a shadow here to-night. I know there is always 
the normal amount of trouble, — sickness, loss of 
work, and so on, but it seemed to me more than 
normal. Am I getting over-sensitive ? " 

Miss Abbott, during the long talk, had sat wearily, 
shading her eyes from the firelight. She rose now, 
and the little group rose with her. 

" It is worse," she said in a low voice, " and it 
will be worse yet. We are on the eve of great in- 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



106 A LISTENER IN BABEL 

dustiial distress. The papers do not knov it yet, 
— no one knows it ; it is just touebing our indus- 
trial level, and it will rise. I may be wrong, I tmst 
I ank, but if I am not mistaken, there will be tra- 
gedy enough before the winter is dime." 
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THE FBDITS OP POVEBTT 

Miss Abbott was not mistaken. Througli that 
long wint«r, not only atoKd suffering and wretched 
apprehension, but misery rising to terror and desper* 
ation, reigned in Lincoln Street. Hilda wondered 
why, powerless as she was to help that misery, she 
should elect to share it ; she fled in spirit and came 
near fleeing in body to her mother, who wrote of 
rosy sunsets on the Mile and t€te^tetes with tran- 
quil Sphinxes. But she did not go. 

In time, the newspapers took to announcing 
" Strained conditions in the business world." Then, 
at progressive intervals, " Considerable distress said 
to prevail among the city poor," " Large numbers 
out of work in the garment trades," "Strikes in 
several shoe factories," "The number of unem- 
ployed reported by the labor unions stated by 
Senator Newcome to be grossly ex^^rated," 
" Bumors of an Industrial Army forming in the 
"West to march on Washington," "Times the 
worst since 1865." 

Long before avowals had reached this frankness, 
the situation was obvious enough in Lincoln Street. 
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The Associated Charities held out stoutly for a 
long time, — alleging that although they had a 
somewhat la^er number of cases than usual to 
handle, yet the suffering they met could be traced 
back in eveiy case to the familiar demons of in- 
competence, shiftlessnesB, or drink. Langley House 
did not stop to retort that these very demons were 
the brood of evil circumstance, unlikely to gener- 
ate in quantity where the sunshine of prosperity 
shone warm and pure ; it contented itself with sor- 
rowfully noting the process by which, as work grew 
scarce, the infection of unemployment spread up- 
ward. For the charity people were right in a way ; 
the feeble, the dull, the morally unsound, heard the 
mandate of diBmiesal first. 

" Oaly a sentimental fool could object to the law 
which refuses work to such people." 

This was Miss Harding, the Associated Charity 
worker for the district. Janet, Hilda, and she were ' 
holding counsel on certain common responsibilities 
over a cup of tea in Hilda's room. The Bume- 
Joneses, as Hilda had promised her mother, were 
on the walls, and the old masters likewise ; it was 
a rest to the three weary women to sit there and 
relieve emotional stress by the play of mind on 
mind. Generalizations have ever been a solace to 
sorrowing mortals, from the days when the pangs 
of lo dropped a little into calm as she listened to 
the lai^ prophecies iuid summaries of the Titan. 
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"You can't expect the BhiMess not to miSer," 
MisB Harding went on. "Why shouldn't they 
suffer ? " 

"They should," Janet retorted, "if right to live 
is measured by service rendered the community. If 
we axe going on that principle, though, I wish we 
applied it to the shiftless rich as well as to the 
shiftless poor." 

" Perhaps Miss Harding thinks that the parents 
id the shiftier rich served the oommunity for two 
generations," suggested Hilda. 

« No, I don't," replied the charity worker. She 
was a small energetic woman, with honesty and 
capacity evidenced in her decided face. " But be- 
cause there are a lot of people artificially protected 
from the action of natural law, and getting their 
food dishonestly from a universe to which they re- 
turn nothing, it is all the more satisfaction to me 
that there are social strata where that law can 
take its course, and winnow out the undeserving." 

" Nataral law ? " queried Janet. " He sendeth 
nun on the just and the unjust ; but that may be 
an economic blunder." 

Miss Harding looked dazed. 

*' There 's a phrase I always liked," Janet added. 
'* From each according to his capacity ; to each ac- 
cording to his needs." 

*'One of your Bocialifits said that, I suppose," 
sniffed Miss Harding, wrinkling her nose. " It 's 
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about as senstble as they usually are. A fine lazy 
world we should liave of it I Who 's to judge of 
capacity, pray ? The man himself ? " 

"Who's to judge of capacity? Well, who 's to 
judge of desert?" retorted Janet. "You say that 
natural laws winnow out the undeserving. If those 
laws had had free play, the race would never have 
had the Paradise Ixist or the philosophy of Plato. 
The great poets and philosophers would have been 
pushed straight down into yout class of Incompe- 
tent. Were n't they worth to the world what they 
cost it ? But I 'm not at all sure they could have 
earned their living." 

*' Neither can Nicholas Cohen," sighed Hilda. 
" Do you know him ? He 's a Russian Jew tailor, 
and a poor tailor, I suppose ; at least they say he 
doesn't give satisfaction. He tries hard enough, 
but he 's slow and sickly, — you can see at a glance 
that only a trickle of vital force is running through 
hitn. But that man thinks I — I found him the 
other day with no food in the house poring over 
Boehme. 'Mees,' he s^d, 'do you know ze dis- 
tinzion between ze grim-geist and ze liebe geist ? 
Zey make ze Godhead tt^ther, — I say to my- 
self as you come in, Nicholas, you know best ze 
grim-geist, and zat is well, for he it is zat makes ze 
world go round.' He's the most patient, saintly 
creature." 

" I can't see," said Miss Harding dryly, " that 
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the commanity is bonnd to give a man a living be- 
cause he reads Boehme and has a patient soul." 

"If only we could agree in our definition of 
work I " meditated Janet. " X wonder how much 
genius to-day is running to waste in factories ? I 
know men who would joyously snfiEer martyrdom 
for a great cause, yet can't earn their bread and 
butter," 

" I suppose," said Miss Handing, *' that you 'r« 
thinking of your precious Mr. Simpson. Five 
places have I found for that man, to please you ; 
three he would n't stay in and the other two turned 
him out. Unjustly treated, is n't he ? " 

Janet moved a little impatiently, as she often did 
when Mr. Simpson was mentioned. 

"You are all unfair to Mr. Simpson," she s^d 
with dignity. *' He explained to me himself about 
four of those cases, and he was not in the least to 
blame." 

Hilda did not consider a discussion of Mr. Simp- 
son between Miss Harding and Janet profitable. 
" What we are asking," she said hastily, " is 
whether we ought to decide a person's social value 
simply by his capacity for the lower forms of labor." 

Janet's essentiaUy sweet nature bad recovered 
itself swiftly ; she turned to Miss Harding now 
with a charming gentleness bom of penitence. 

" Dear Miss Harding, I see your point of view 
perfectly," she s^d. " I 'm sorry for you Associ- 
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ated Chari^ folk ; yon meet people on their worst 
side, and it 'a no wonder tliat you take the wont 
view of them. These miserable people who are 
loaing their jobs jou know in their economic 
capacity, and yon despise them. I know many of 
them in their social and human capacity, and I 
love them. If they were rich every one would 
say they had beautiful souls ; and as for efficienoy, 
they are no more helpless than my own feminine 
relatives." 

Hilda remembered her mother, and could not 
suppress a smile. 

" But you see these people have n't any right to 
the eiufiee qualities of the rich," she said. " They 
are paupers." 

" So are many of us 1 " s^hed Janet ; but Miss 
Harding's small person was ani^oiver. 

" Patience ! — Generosity I " — she broke forth. 
" Stupidity and extravagance I call it. I found old 
Mrs. O'Flanigan yesterday actually feeding her cat 
on the food she got from the diet kitchen I " 

Janet's eyes danced. Truth to tell, she had for 
some time been aware of this penchant of Mrs. 
O'Flanigan'g, and had wickedly screened her from 
detection. She now preserved a discreet silence. 

" I never saw anything like their lack of com- 
mon sense," the poor agent continned. " The other 
day I found that a nice woman I know would need 
bal^-clothes next month, and I took real pleasure 
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in getting her some. She has given them away to a 
worthless person in the basement I She says this 
person has nothing for her newly bom child, — 
and she doesn't need the things yet I She spoke 
quite improperly when I reproved her ; she seemed 
to think I had no heart, while it was she who had 
no head. Such a thing makes me feel helpless ; 
it's so dishonest !" 

" I suppose it is," sud Hilda slowly. " But it is 
eiuioualy like the Sermon on the Mount." 

*' Many traits developed by poverty remind one 
of the Sermon on the Mount." There was con- 
viction below the semi-mockery of Janet's manner. 
" The attitude of non-resistance is sedulously prac- 
tised among the poor ; they obey literally the pre- 
cept to take no thought for the morrow; and all 
they have is, as Miss Harding says, to an exasperate 
ing degree at the service of their neighbors." 

" Now, Miss Frotihingham," cried Miss Harding, 
" you can't defend the improvidence — " 

" Oh, no ; " Janet spoke with light, high-pitched 
irony. *' I don't defend it. The day is to the soi^t- 
tific method, in benevolence as elsewhere. Pereon- 
ally, I have never accepted the Senuon on the 
Mount as authority; it would take me into too 
strange r^ons." 

'*Tbe truth is," said Hilda presently, "that 
there are many kinds of virtues, bnt only (me 
set has any economic value ; and these are, we 
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must admit, not tlie virtues most empLaeized by 
Christ." 

Tliei« was a little pauae, during wMch Miss 
Harding reflected, with a puzzled sense o£ griev> 
ance, that she waa the only church member present, 
and that religious authority was beii^ cited against 
her by the ungodly. 

"The whole thing bewilders me," Hilda went 
on. " Why does n't euTiiomnent produce qualities 
needed for survival ? Why do not economic virtues 
appear where economic pressure is greatest ? " 

" We are looking for the wrong thing," answered 
Janet. " We espeet poverty to develop powers that 
enable men to escape it ; what it does, scientafically 
enough, is to develop powers that enable men to get 
along comfortably within it. We look for ef&ciency, 
it presents us with incompetence." 

" Incompetence comfortable I " exclaimed Miss 
Harding. 

" Not in the long run, but it is very conveniwt 
from day to day, and from day to day the poor 
live. Improvident I Beckless I " Janet was full of 
energy and scorn, " So they are, thank Heaven I 
Hiey would die of melancholia in a year, if fihey 
were n't." 

" You are upsetting ; but I think I agree," medi- 
tated Hilda. '■'■ Of course, there ia a zone in which 
small means are a great incentive to thrift, but our 
neighbors live below it. Do you know, it occurs to 
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me tliat to discoTer tlie limits of that zone would 
be a useful thing for statistical eoquiiy to do." 

" Capital 1 " cried Janet, her face brightening. 
" Telt Miss Abbott to set somebody at it I " 

" Miss Harding," Hilda went on, " if you were 
placed like our nei^bors, would n't your oommcm 
sense tell you to be comfortable as you went along 
aud trust to Providence ? " 

" The wbole thing is a vicious circle," said Janet. 
" We leave the moat ignorant members of the oam- 
mnnity under the most difficult conditions, and 
grumble because they don't make the best of them. 
I remember a pattern house, at an exhibition, to be 
run for five hundred dollars a year, — and I also 
remember the comment of Mr. O'Hagan : ' They '11 
have to get a ten-thousand-dollar woman to run this 
house.' Do you know what I should like? To 
take the capable women who are so contemptuous 
about the dirt and extravagance of the poor, and 
put them into the condititms of tenooent-house wo- 
men. Of course, they would do much better than 
the old inhabitants. I wonder whether their daugh- 
ters would." 

Miss Harding at last nodded amused approvaL 

" 'T would n't be half a bad plan," she assented. 
" I scolded Katie Donovan the other day, — pretty 
gill, with a nice way to her, — because she didji't 
keep the famUy clean. 'I guess yon wouldn't keep 
six children dean,' she answered, < if you had to 
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wasb them all at the kitcheo ank because you 
did D't have a washbowl.' " 

" The destruction of tlie poor is their poverty," 
sighed Janet. " You may call their qiiaUties virtaes 
or vioeB, according to your point of view. One thing 
is Buie, — they keep them poor. The worst condi- 
tdona o( ihe working peojde are self-perpetuating." 

To the exhilaration which had intoxioated HihJa 
during her first weeks in Lincoln Street, had huo- 
oeeded, aa time passed on, a sense of suffocation. 
Slowly she wakened to the realities of the lives she 
was BO fain to love and help ; the deadening hours 
when work was had, the demoralizing indolenoe 
when it was missed ; the stifling hmnes ; the dearth 
of noble pleasure. Of all these things she had been 
mkntly observant. Kow at last pain forced a ciy to 
her lips. 

" Janet, Janet, how long ? Surely they will rise 
and rebel I " 

*' Ko, they wcm't," said Janet. 

" Why not ? How can they bear it ? Why should 
they bear it?" 

" For just the reasons that we have been analyz- 
ing. They that mt in darkness, being fast bound in 
misery, do not supply the forces that make for free- 
dom. The longer I live among them, the more 
clearly I see that." 

" There have been revolutions." 

" Not in America. Mr. Simpson expects one, — r 
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but lie doeg n't know us. Things are n't bad enough 
with OS. I have n't any hope — I — I mean, I don't 
think there is much chance — of a genetfd upris- 
ing. Oar industrial system doesn't starve people 
outright, you know. It keeps them constantly un- 
derfed and anxious, but with just enough hope so 
that their enfeebled bodies and minds shrink from 
change, lest a worse thing befall them." 

" But that is hideous ! " 

" The present state of things" — Janet's tone was 
especially calm — " seems to me fiendish beyond 
the inveution of the human mind. No I We shall 
have threats, restlessness, many strikes, big and 
little, but nothing more. Unless " — she paused 
thoughtfully — " civil war should develop out of 
the labor movement. Shall I say, God grant it ? " 

Miss Harding had been getting more and mote 
rigid. 

" Gt>od-by 1 " she said. " It shocks me, — I re- 
peat, it shocks me, to hear you two young women 
talk." 

As she closed the door, Hilda cau^t her friend's 
hands. 

" Janet I " she cried, " I feel on fire. It can't be 
endured. What shall we do ? " 

Her friend looked at her quietly, a half-tender, 
half-<^ieal smile in her eyes. Suddenly Hilda 
burst into a laugh. 

"I remind myself," she said, "of a olaasmate 
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wlio came to me once as we were all btiriyiiig to 
lecture. * Hilda,' she said, ' an awful thing came 
into my head laat night ; all of a sudden, I couldn't 
prove the existence of God. Won't you tell me how 
to do it before the bell rings ? ' " 
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PHILANTHEOPr AMD PACTS 

The misei; continued to increase. Sensational items 
found their way into the papers. Conferences and 
committees met, disbanding with no conclusion. 
Soup-kitchens and coal-yards were opened, and mu- 
nicipal employment was discussed. 

Mr. Simpson, Janet's friend, relieved his mind, if 
he did nothing else. Assembling about one hundred 
and fifty gaunt men, he marched them, on a Sunday 
morning, straight through the pleasantest residence 
streets of the city to the rich and beautiful building 
which Janet was wont to describe as the Church of 
the Holy Privileged. Entering, they made their way, 
under the guidance of disoomposed ushers, to the free 
transept, where they sat, decorously enough, through 
the service, gazing across at the deUcately dressed 
congregation. In the middle of the sermon, — an 
eloquent discourse on Pauline theology, — they arose 
in furly good order, and filed out again. Simpson's 
idea in his Httle histrionic display was poorly caught. 
Few of the men knew why they had been brought 
there, and as for the congregation, largely composed 
of pious ladies, it is to be feared that they were 
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tmder the delusion that religious motiTes were W 
ginning at last to affect the unwashed, and that 
their minds were divided between gratification and 
a comfortable assurance that the vetitilatioa of Uie 
churdi was good. What the rector of the parish 
thought, no man could talL 

Langley Honse discussed the incident, not witb- 
ont rdidi ; bat iooidents came too thich to arrest 
atte&ticni loi^. Every resident was wotUi^ to tJie 
vergt of exhaustion ; visitors, now i^lt^tio, now 
dt^aat in thea wretohedness, haoated t^e House 
from morning to night. 

" W<«k I Worit ! " cried Hilda one day at the 
hmdt-table. " The rrfrain rises from this street to 
the heavens : ' GKve us work I Give us woii ! ' " 

" It is an indignity that any human being should 
have to draoand work as charity," said Janet Frotb- 
in^iain. 

" These are people wbo have never beg^^ before, 
even for the ri^t to labor," sighed Miss Abbott. 

" I have a queer feding," exclaimed Jessie Ban- 
croft, « that I 've dimbed throngh the loiddng^lass 
witii Alice. I 'm used to people vho aj^noaoh work 
with a sense of conscious virtne, and I can't get 
nsed bo having it coveted with this tremnlons greed. 
Is n't it a strange contrast, Mr. Mervyn ? " 

The lawyer roused himself wil^ a start ; he was 
gazing in a reverie at Janet. The girl's warm beauty 
had dAwped sadly in these days, and bitter vrords 
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were more frequent oa her lips ; but the more her 
^ow faded, the more adoring wtu the look that 
gathered in Philip Mervjn's eyes, putting thedr 
cynicism to rout. 

" The rich condescend to work ; the poor aspire 
to it," he answered abstractedly. " The discipline 
of the one is the privilt^ of the other." 

" Think," added Hilda, " of having a ^i«tdy job 
tus your one idea, of bliss ! " 

Janet had been toying with her food, bestowing 
BOaint attention on the conTcrsation. Kow she raised 
weaiy eyes. 

" The tide o£ misery," she said, " is rising hi^er 
and hitler. It is sucking people lower and lower. 
We stand by and watoh." 

" Yes I " sighed Jessie. " How helpless we aie I 
It seemed a great thing to come here, and onr re- 
^wctive fri^ids make a fuss over our devotion. 
But we might as well be at borne meditating on the 
Failure of Benevolence. Think — " 

"When bri^t Jessie gave way, it was time to 
chai^ the cnnent. Mies Abbott was sitting straight 
up in her chair, and speaking. 

*' Let me cheer you all by telling an experience 
of mine this mining," she said, and the con^>any 
notioed with surprise that her face was twitching 
with laughter. 

** Be relieved, my friends," she spoke with mock 
gravity. " The sodaJ ccmacieaice is awake at last," 
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Every one leaned forward curiously. 

" About au hour ago," she went on, *' a gentlemaa 
was ushered in to me who looked like a retired sea- 
captain. ' Is there really bo much destitution as the 
pap^^ report ? ' he asked. 

" So I began and told him tales, of which there is 
no lack. 

" ' But this is terrible ! ' he exclaimed. And then, 
' I 've come to you with an offer. I have a large house 
out ot town, with twelve bednxons, and no one lives 
there but my mother, my aunt, and myself. Since 
people in the city camiot pay their rent, it seems a 
pity for a good house to stand idle.' " 

" What a sensible man 1 " exclaimed voices in a 
chorus. 

" ' Now,' he went on, ' I should like to receive 
some people as my guests till the hard times are 
past. They would be treated as members of my 
family ^ and I would devote myself to m airing them 
happy. I could take fifteen.' 

" I thought Utopia had arrived, and was all ears. 
' I am sure,' he said, ' that you ladies are the per- 
sons to get them for me. I can take them out with 
me on the train to-night. Only, I must make a few 
conditions. My mother prefers women. " Henry," 
she said to me, " remember, no noisy men in my 
house." Then they must be clean and tidy. I have 
a good deal of bric-a-brac around, and I must have 
people who will appreciate it, don't you know ? ' " 
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A about -went up from the tahle, 

" Hear the rest. ' I 'm afraid I must ask to have 
tjiem munaiTied, too,' he s^d. * The truth is, my 
Auut Anice has an antipathj for married women. 
She wants them at least forty years old, too. 
" Henry," she said to me, " do not bring any giddy 
girls to this houfie." ' I aaked him if widows wonld 
do, and he answered, with evident trepidation, that 
they would n't. * Anything else ? ' I asked. * Only 
one thing,' he said. ' Our old oooh does n't like ihe 
Irish. In fact, she ran after me with the hroom in 
her hand, and called out, " Master Henry, if you 
bring any dirty Catholics into the house, it 's the last 
you '11 see of me." ' 

" I emnmed it up for him. ' Fifteen Protestant 
American women over forty years of age,' I said, 
' and clean.' 

*' * Yes,' he answered <^eerfully, rising. ' Will 
you have them at the Central Station at five o'clock ? 
I thought I 'd go downtown now and get some pretty 
fancy work for them. I've often bought it for 
Aant Anice, and I thought it would be a rest to them 
to sit in a nice parlor and do fancy work. You don't 
suppose they will object to a late dinner, do you ? ' " 

*' Who would ever believe that happened ? " cried 
Janet, when the laughter had subsided a little. '* It 
sounds like an invention of Stockton's I " 

" He wafi a disinterested man," said Miss Abbott. 
*' In much benevolence, I suspect an arrih-e penaie." 
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" As for instance when people use tbeSettlemeDt 
as a conveiiient dust-lLeap," Jessie ei^ed. " I un- 
packed a barrel this week tiat held two soiled bail- 
dresees and twenty volumes of old sermons. 1 did 
puzzle over the mind of the peraon who packed it" 

" Oh, well," remonstrated Mildred. " It is n't al- 
ways so bad as that. We ought to remember bow 
much kind and wise help we constantly nceive." 

" The kind help isn't always wise," said Jessie. 
« Two days before Christmas, last year, I received 
tea dollars, with a pretty letter fnxn a lady. She 
had lost hM- littie boy, and ake wanted the mtmey 
used for some little cripple, who was Uind and had 
never had a Christmas. I knew several cripples and 
two or three blind children, but I could n't find the 
combinatvm, and I returned i^ money. Afterward, 
I found her saying everywhere that she was disap* 
pointed in onr Settlement, she feared that our inti- 
macy with the poor had beoi much exaggerated." 

"Most charitable impulse," sighed Miss Abbott, 
" is exerted at a tremendous diatanoe from its ob- 
ject." 

" CBiwity, charity ! " cried Janet. " How I hate 
the word, how I desiHse the thing 1 From Thanks- 
giving turkeys and pietare.card6 in mission Sunday- 
Bchoolfi, on to flower-missions, rdief agencies, settle- 
ments, through material alms, lai^ and small, to 
the spiritual alms whioh we hero pride ourselves on 
distribnting, it is a grim mockery, a quack salve ap- 
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plied to a gaping wound, a sedative to the few pangs 
of conscience that disconcert the privileged cHasBeEi. 
We laud our modem philanthropic movement to ilie 
ekies, almost we talk as if OhHatianity were coming 
to its own ; the more enlightened — which means 
oft^i the more cold-hearted — jeer at the sentimental, 
but without realizing that if any of us see men at 
all, it is still only as trees walking, not as brethren." 

" Miss Frothingham, I am surprised at you I " 
Mervyn spoke with his usual tang of satire. '* Just 
look at the effort expended on this street. The day 
nurseiy, the hy^enic kitchen, the free dispensary, 
the temporary home, and the Mission Church, to 
say nothing of the Settlement." 

" And the Salvatioa Army station, which is more 
to the point than anything you have mentioned," 
assMited Janet; "and a Methodist church and a 
Baptist church, and a Roman Catholic church ' round 
the comer.' Also, as many as you please of those 
ornamented death-traps which we call model tene- 
ments." 

The talk carried Hilda to other days. She 
remembered how Lawrence Ferguson told her that 
his definite ccmverdon to socialism dated from tlie 
conviction of the futility of all philanthropic efEort 
in a competitive civilization, which had swept over 
him as he walked down Mile End Road in Lon- 
don, saw the numberless agencies for relief and 
education that marked every block, — and watched 
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the faces of the people. In the old world and the 
new, woe not the lesson the same ? 

" Our philanthropies," Janet was saying, " make 
a fairly reepectable show when we aegregnte them 
and look at them in the mass, which is what we like 
to do. They are less impressive if we put our segre- 
gated class indulgences in a mass beside them. But 
the time when they dwindle into nothing is when we 
pile np on the other side the primaiy c<mditJons, 
industrial and sodal, which create the lires of the 
poor." 

Jessie Bancroft sighed. *' When one realizes Uie 
enormous scale of industrial forces," she said, " the 
vast network, the complexity, the — the — why, in a 
way, the majesty of it all, I feel like Newton's child 
on the seashore. Did you ever see the effort it takes 
in landscape gardening to level a little heap of earth 
hardly worthy the name of a hill ? I feel as if we 
women would better leave this enormous mountain 
of misery and wrong alone. I think and think," — 
Jessie knitted her pretty brows, — " and the more I 
think the less I see." 

" Probably you will go on thinking a while longer." 
Miss Abbott smiled a bit sadly at the i^bftrniing face 
as she spoke. 

" If ye had faith," quoted Mildred Ellis gently, 
*' even as a grain of mustard-seed, ye should say to 
this mountain, ' be ye thrown down into the depths 
of the sea.' " 
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For a moment no one spoke; then Janet roae 
wearily: — 

" Till we get that faith," — slie said, " and I don't 
feel very near it at present, — I suppose that we 
shall continue to apply high art and kitchen gai> 
den to minute points of the social surface. It is 
time for me to go to my Snglish dasB and correct its 
pnnctuation." 

For, through the suSerings of the unemployed and 
the perplexitiea of those who loved them, through 
apathy mid rebellion, through efforts and through 
despair, the nortnal activities of Laogley House 
went on. Groups of tenement-house women were 
taught palatable cooking (" in utensils," Janet re- 
marked a bit unfairly, *' which they never saw before 
and can't afford to buy ") ; little g^rls were tntined 
with charming toy instruments to sweep, m^e beds, 
wash clothes, set the table (" the kitchen gardener 
was showing the children this momii^ how to re- 
ceive callers' cards on trays," Janet whispered to 
Hilda) ; stamp-saviiig flourished, especially through 
the deposits of small Jews ; a mothers' club received 
instructions as to the proper dieting of babies, ac- 
cording to the latest, and alas ! often most expen- 
sive methods ; ocJlege extension classes discussed 
with fervor, if not with grammar, the symbolism 
of Dante, or the modem feeling for nature. From 
uptown, the learned and the brilliant came with 
cordial readiness and a sense of moral adventure to 
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bestow Uieir choicest gifts in the way of lectures 
upon minute audiences, composed frequently of street 
boys and a few women. All these activities seemed 
to Hilda very beautiful and impres^ve. She had 
never before lived with people who were moved l^ 
even a funt desire to share their treasures with the 
world at large, and she appreciated the devotion 
which the attempts implied, and resented Janet's 
dispara^ng mockery. Of the larger civic interests 
of die house, pressed somewhat into the background 
this winter, she saw little, but she revered them from 
afar. 

Yet, as the alow burning of men's hearts and 
bodies continued through the months, and the fid- 
dling proceeded, she, too, came to feel that there was 
no alternative but teais or laughter. 

" Miss Abbott," she remarked one evening, after 
a lecture on " Social Movemeuts in the Fourteenth 
Century," delivered by an earnest professor to three 
labor men and a handful of boya, " Amerioa seems 
governed by oeutrifagal forces, driving us farther 
and farther apart." 

" There must be one centripetal force, at least," 
replied Miss Abbott, "or that audience and the 
lecturer would never have met. The doctor cer- 
tainly would far rather have been in his stndy, and 
the audience in the street ; but something was at 
work, however blindly, — and there they were, face 
to face." 
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" What use, when' they were not soul to soul ? " 

'* People will never find out their separation till 
they are confronted. Confronting them is our chief 
business here." 

** A disheartening business," mourned Janet. 

"K(Hie of you heard that Camfoid Senior the 
other night," said Jessie. " I was eo ashamed I He 
furnished the entertainment of the evening, and it 
consisted in a series of comic eongs, taking off the 
greed of tlie Jews. Our people were perfectly 
heavenly; the boys came up afterward and tried 
to comfort me. ^Kow, Miss Bancroft, don't yon 
feel bad,' they said. ' You could n't know he was n't 
a gentleman.' I 'd have giren anyUiing to have 
him hear them." 

" Futile or foolish beings that we are I " sighed 
Janet. " My own grandfather was one of the de- 
voted men of the last generation, who gave his life 
in the attempt to force the Calvinist scheme of 
redemption upon tlie Buddhist mind. His blood is 
in my veina," 

Mr. Mervyn, aa usual, was dose at hand. " Our 
aesthetic satisfactions," he remarked in his familiar 
tranquil tones, "our intellectual joys, our moral 
code, if you like, are wholly alien to ilw working- 
peojde. To try to apply them is as snobbish as it 
is artificial You wiU never succeed except with a 
few individuals who are made either miserable oi 
priggish by their initiation. You are tiying to go 
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against the natural tastes of the popnhice, which 
make for coarse pleasures, coarse liteiature, and 
coarse art." 

" Exactly I " assented Janet. 

"It is delightful to hear you agree to that, 
Janet," aniled Hilda. " Those are the ideaa of my 
mother," 

" And you know you don't believe th^n," said 
Jessie. 

*'No, I don't," acknowledged the young cynic 
" I'or one tiling, I believe that the psychical life is a 
great deal stronger here than it is among the dasses 
materialized by luxury. What do all these people 
who come down here to talk know about the souls 
they are speaking to ? But like Noah's weary dove, 
I am seeking some solid ground for my feet in this 
flood-tide of social misery, and I don't find it in 
eesthetic philanthropies." 

" It is a great deal harder to go on with them 
this winter than it was last," said Jessie Bancroft, 
" now that we know that all the people we are try- 
ing to amuse or instruct are — a little hungry. They 
want work, — and we give them lectures on Hegel, 
or invite them to amateur dramatics." 

*' Tliat contrast is always there," said Miss Ab- 
bott. " I am not sorry to have it brought home to 
you younger women by a little over-stress. The only 
holiday they have is when they are out of work, and 
that they can't enjoy." 
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Janet hsd been tapping absently with her foot 
on the floor for a minute or two. 

" I have it I " she exclaimed suddenly. " I am 
going to start a new society. It will he caUed ' The 
Society for the IntellectuBl and bathetic Enlight- 
enment of the Unemployed : S. I. A. E. U.' I think 
those initials are disengaged, tliough I must look in 
the Charity Directory to see. Only persons who 
have lost tjieir jobs and have no immediate prospect 
of any will be eli^ble. I diall engage the best lec- 
turers the city can afford. The topics will be chosen 
with a view to the popular mind ; the courses will 
be free. I will hare one on ' Points of Contact in 
the Philosophy of the Germans and the Thought 
of the Orient.' Another shall be on ' Some Alleged 
Obscurities in the Poetry of Browning ; ' another oil 
' Conditions of Labor among the Ancient Assyrians.* 
I think the most valuable course will be in the his- 
tory of art. The daes will be exposed alternately 
to phot<^taph8 from the moat dislocated of the old 
masters and to glaring chromoB. Differences wiU 
be expired and tests of appreciation applied. Any 
expression of wandering thoughts will be severely 
reprimanded. Most of the class will be in a state of 
uncertaunty concerning their food or shelter for to- 
morrow ; some of them will have left hungry families 
at home. It will be a rare opportnnity for them to 
practise concentration of mind and detachment from 
material things. Of course, perfect regularity i" 
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attendance cannot he secured, aa they must Tetum 
to work when they can get it. So I do not think 
it will be wise to attempt eKaminaticMiB. But for 
many of them there will be a Iwig stretch of time, 
which would otherwise go quite to waste, and be 
lost probably in vain repiniugB. We are always 
lamenting that the poor have not Insure to profit 
by the advantages we offer them. Here is our 
chance, and theirs ! I foresee the time when unem- 
ployment will be hailed by the more intelligent as 
a blessing, and a period of industrii^ depression 
may result in a distinct gain in culture on the part 
of the working-classes." 

" May I come in ? " asked a cheerful voice at the 
door. " I don't know what MisB Frothingham is 
talldi^ about," went on little Miss Harding, the 
charity agent, joining tiie circle comfortably ; " but 
I know it is some nonsense, and it haa made you 
all blue, I just dropped in, Miss Abbott, to say 
that I had found work for Giuseppe Simeone. I 
knew you 'd be glad. He won't commit suicide this 
time." 

*' Oh, I am thanlcfiil ! " exclaimed Miss Abbott. 
** Poor Mrs. Simeone was here to-day, sobbing so 
that I couldn't control her. She had overheard 
Giuseppe hearing little Dante say his prayers and 
telling him to aak God that they might get work 
or die." 

" Well, he 'U be giving thanks to-night," said 
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Miss Hardiag. ** Xow, what were yon all talking 
about that made 70a eo solemn ? " 

*' Oh, notliing," said Jessie. " We were only 
meditating on our general uselessness. That was a 
wholesome occapation, and <me that yon will agree 
with, was n't it. Miss Harding? " 

" Not a bit of it," »aid the little woman heartily. 
" Because I won't let you be sentimental, do you 
think I don't appreciate what you are doing down 
here ? Don't you ever dare to doubt your useful- 
ness I I don't care much about youi high art and 
literature and music; they may be all right, but 
this does n't seem to me tlie place for them, here in 
this festering ignonmoe and sin. But as to yonr 
practical work to improve the homes and make * 
these boye and girls more decent, I tell you it's 
grand. I 'd beem working in Uiis district eighteen 
years before you women came here. I don't believe 
you have any idea of the loneliness. No one paid 
any attention. I was left all by myself ; I thought 
the Lord himself had forgotten these people, and I 
wondered why I should try to help them if He 
didn't take the trouble. Then this House came, 
and all you clean, pretty women, and you didn't 
hold yonr skirtB away and keep your nice ways to 
yourself ; you took right bold. When I saw Miss 
Ellis one day dressing Mrs. Croly's dutdien and 
sweeping the floor, while die father was snoring 
drunk and the mother sat and howled, I thanked 
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the Lord. Every wonum you teach to keep her 
tenement clean, and every boy you influence to ^ve 
up bad langnage and spend his evenings here in- 
stead of at the saloon, is jnst so much won for the 
Lord's suie. I'm a cross old woman, and when 
you aay queer Uungs or look at things crooked, I 
Bodd you ; you must n't mind that ; I give thanks 
for yon every day of my life, and don't yon for- 
get it." 

She was gone before they had recovered from 
unazement, — an energetic little modem Balaam, 
whose blessing was all the more grateful to these 
discouraged womai because it came from lips which 
had nsnally uttered rather sharp critidams and 
' administered many a wholesome snub. 

*'She is a dear," said Janet, "and it is very 
comforting to hear her. But, of conrse, for all her 
shrewd practical sense and experience, she can't see 
far enough to realize that the kind of work she likes 
to have us do is the most pernicious of alL" 

" Janet," said Jesme, " I do wish, if you cannot 
utter cheerful sentiments, you would keep still." 

Janet flushed hotly : *' I will not ! " she cried. 
** I will not prophesy. Peace, Peace, where there is 
no peace." 

" You need not prophesy at all," murmured Jes- 
sie ; but Janet paid no heed. 

"I will not for one moment forget nor allow 
others to forget, if I can help it, the real state of the 
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case, — the inexorable movement toward a greater 
and greater evil in whieli we are all helplessly in- 
volved. Every time that we teach a working-woman 
to make her wages or her husband's go a little far- 
ther we set in motion a force of suction whic^ tends to 
lower the universal wage. Every time we give one of 
these Ik^s moral and industrial training, make him 
quick, competent, virtuous, we are teaching him to 
rise to success upon the necks of his fellows, pushed 
lower than they were. Could all women be trained 
to live on less, could all men be raised to a higher 
point of economic efficiency, the grudging sum which 
the world allows them for a livelihood would sink 
in proportion, and the process of demoralization be 
repeated. So much for sentimental philanthropy I 
The only eonsolatjon is that we shall never efFect 
anythii^ on a large enough scale to count. But 
that is cold comfort ; for it throws ns ba<^ upon 
the old despair. On every side the road is barred 
in ; nor is there one among us, no not one, who sees 
the Way of Salvation." 

Jessie had slipped away in the middle of Janet's 
Jeremiad. Miss Abbott, before it ended, had wan- 
dered over abstractedly to the other end of the room, 
and was gazing at an etching of Millet's. Philip 
Mervyn sat motionless, his face, turned to the girl, 
very wistful in the shadow ; and Hilda lingered by 
her friend's side. 

"Do you really mean it, Janet?" she queried 
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SOTTowfully. " Do you Beriously think that all the 
work here is wasted ? " 

Janet sat with her hands on her knees, looking 
straight bef<M« her. 

"Either wasted or injnrioiiB," she answered. 
** We try to teadi people to make the beet of their 
ocHiditirats : w<e should teat^ them to rebel against 
those conditions. We are straggling to prolong an 
evil ratuation, and onr work is only saved from im- 
morality by its futility." 

*' Then why do yon stay here ? " 

"Yes! why?" added a de^ voice, with a catdi 
in it. I^iilip Mervyn had thrown off cynicism 
tatd reserve ioi the nunnent; out of the dusk in 
which he was sitting, his heart glowed in his eyes, 
" Why?" he added, with increaung meaning. 
"Why?" 

Janet ^anced at him, unseeing, indifferent, and 
raised her face to Hilda's, bending over her. 

** Because I do not know what else to do," she 
answered wearily. *' Nor in what to hc^. Socialism, 
such as you are always talking, does not draw me. 
Why entrust more power to govemmenta that can- 
not manage what they have without corruption ? As 
forfighting against the corruption," — she raised her 
brows ; — " Mr. Mervyn, tell Miss Lathrop what yoa 
were telling me about your talk with the t&npoiaxy 
mayor of ." 

Mervyn had recovered hims^ ; if it is a little gall- 
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ing to find your love so immersed in general UiouglLt 
tlut she is not even aware of tiie ugnificance of 
yonr words, ihe discoveiy at least restores s^-pos- 
session. 

"It wasn't mnoh," he responded qoietly. "It 
happens that I knew the man well at college — a 
captal fellow, too. He has jnst refuaed an invita- 
ticm to nm as reform candidate in the next com- 
pugn. I got off some of Miss Abbott's theories on 
him about the duty of Young America to devote 
itself to municipal pc^tice, and he looked me straight 
in tiui eye : ' I^iil,' said he, ' I refuse this thing be- 
cause it 's my honest conviction that no city in the 
United States has ever been ran, nor can be ran, 
without compounding with crime. ' " 

" I despise your reformer in pt^tics," Janet broke 
in vehemently. '^ Supercilious aristocrats at arms* 
length from the people ; — I believe the bosses they 
fi^t have quite as fine moral insight as th^." 

" The Labor Movement ? " hazarded Hilda 
weakly. The perveruty of the ^1 made her feel 
hel]deBB at times. 

" Miss Abbott's shibboleth I " si^ied Janet. " All 
very wdl in its way; but it doesn't cut deep 
enough; it leaves the world divided into hostile 
camps, and it establishes an aristocrat^ oi labor." 

" You might join Mr. Simpscm," reflected Hilda 
with a touch of irony, " and organize histrionic social 
shows for the benefit of the publie." 
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" I miglit do woTse," flaslied Janet. 

" Tliat; 19 criminal nonsense, and you know it." 
Philip Merryn spoke in a Toicse neither of the girls 
had heard befoie, a little husky. Even in the ob- 
scnre light it was impossible not to see the dull red 
that slowly gathered in his brown cheds. 

Then Janet understood. 

She drew a deep breath, paused, and looked friend 
and lover sadly in the face, speaking slowly, with 
the aspect of a grieved rbild : — 

" ' Der Greist der Btets yemeint ' is my familiar. 
Wkat can I do ? I seem (me great nerve of pity ; 
I would turn anarchist in a moment, and blow up 
every govenunent building in the city, if I thought 
it would relieve tiie misery. Unluckily, that sco-t of 
action appears especially futile to me." Her voice 
had grown lower and lower ; she raised it now a 
trifle, and it seemed to gather new meaning as she 
sought Philip Mervyn'a eye. " But what I cannot 
understand, is how men and women, knowing what 
they know about their brothers, can yield th^nselves 
to private emotion. And so I stay here," she con- 
cluded, " railing at the failure of benevolence, mak- 
ing a few people more comfortable, while I grow 
more wretched myself. But" — a fresh vibration 
crept into her tones — *' it won't be for long ; it can't 
be. Help will ccmie, — insight, faith in some power, 
some action, that will lead us out." 

" Have you ever thought," asked Hilda diffi- 
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deatly, "that the Christian Church might be 
Buch a power?" 

Janet looked at her friend with her most inBcrut- 
able gaze. " Did not you tell me," she said, *' that 
you were to have an interview to-morrow with Dr. 
WilMnsou at the Church of the Holy Privileged 
— I beg his pardon, the First Church — about the 
commission to the mayor on behalf of the unem- 
ployed ? " 

" Yes," replied Hilda. 

"I will answer your question when you come 
back," said Janet 
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A TALE WTTH A PABTds 

The First CIiiitoIl lifted the delicate arches of a 
tower thTough which the auiiset loved to gleam into 
the purer air above the most beaatiful square of the 
city. No sky-scrapers reaied their harsh bulk 
against its alender lines, no thunder of tndley can 
insulted it, and the ruder dass of vehicles were ex- 
cluded by a sign : " Webster Place : no teaming 
allowed." The houses of the priirfleged surrounded 
the little square, and the vines which mantled them 
in summer blended somewhat motley experiments 
in architecture into modest harmony. The parson- 
age, one of the largest of these houses, stood next 
the church. 

The familiar .region struck with an odd novelty 
on Hilda's sense. The walk from LiocoIq Street to 
Webster Place had taken her little more than half 
an hour. First had come street alter street inex- 
pressibly sordid, the natural home, as it seemed to 
Hilda in her bitterness, of the noisy human animal. 
Here, in riot of physical existenee, unlovely chil- 
dren copulated in knots upon pavement and road, 
while an endless stream of blank-faced elders pushed 
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anxious way through the yielding eddies of child- 
life. On either side, like walls of a mountain 
caiion, rose enormous buildings, plastered with 
cheap ornament, whither, tier above tier, the 
seething throng of humanity retired to its lairs at 
night. Pressing onward, Hilda soon reached a 
deserted region, where dreary warehouses reared 
immense sinister surfaces against the day. Five 
minutes more, and she emerged on the great ar- 
tery of commerce. Here many of the results of the 
activities she had left behind were enticingly dis- 
played behind plate-glaas windows to a gay prooe&- 
sion of shoppers. A long bridge across rmltoad 
tracks, and the rush and roar of trains, then, — 



The dignified city of her youth rose about her, — 
a city of prosperous and pleasant homes, of attractive 
churches, of noble public buildings, of tranquil, 
sunny streets. Wayfarers were fewer here and less 
in a hurry ; bewitching children, in apparel quaint 
and dainty as love could devise, trotted chirping and 
chattering beside their foreign nurses. 

" Poverty and wealth, labor and luxury, con- 
nected, or divided, by commerce," mused Hilda 
grimly. **! have walked straight throng onr 
civilization. Religion apparently," with a sudden 
smile as she found herself at the richly carved porch 
of the church she sought, " on the side of wealth." 

Yes, Dr. Wilkinson was in, said the serious 
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person who answered ber ring ; and Hilda found 
herself in an equally serious library, where rows 
of well-bound theology, poetry, aud belles lettret 
formed a suitable background to green leather and 
good ecclesiastical art. A moment, and her hand 
was in the cordial grasp of a tall man, clean-shaven, 
benignant in aspect, courteous in manner. 

" It is a pleasure to meet you, Miss Lathrop," 
sud Dr. Wilkinson. " I know your motbffl welL 
And if I am not mistaken, I know you a little, too ; 
at least, I know your angel." 

He smiled charmingly into Hilda's bewildered 
eyes : " It was yoars, I think ? The angel's head 
that I liked so much in the last exhibition of the 
Cnthbert Club. That was a lovely thing, the eyes 
mourning aa with the sorrows of humanity, and the 
triumphant smile on the lips." 

Hilda flushed with gratification. " Thank you. 
Dr. WlUduaou," she s^d. " I had great pleasure 
in painting that angel. But it seems now as if he 
bad visited me in another stage of existence. Peiv 
baps you do not know that I am living at Langley 
House this winter." 

" No, I did not ; " they were sitting in two of the 
deep leather chairs ; the doctor's manner was 
interested and cnrioua. " I am sorry to hear it, if 
the life interferes with your art But tell nae, what 
are they doing down there? Do you tbink that 
they are really accomplishing anything ? " 
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" In wlutt seDse do you mean, Dr. Wilkinson ? " 

"I mean, are these women really making pro- 
found or lasting impression in that neighborhood ? 
Are they uplifting many of those d^raded people ? 
Are they bringing souls to Christ ? " 

A light circumflex a^went added a hint of incre- 
duhty to the solicitude in I>r. Wilkinson's voice. 
Hilda might hare adduced the evidence of a saloon- 
keeper, who had announced during the last week 
that either he or that damned Langley House must 
leave the street. But other words rose to her lips : — 

" I sometimes think Christ would find himself 
more at home with ' those degraded people * than 
with us." She regretted the swift sentence even as it 
flew away, noting the doctor's expression of pained 
surprise. He said nothing. 

" I mean," — Hilda stumbled a little, her men- 
tal vision fixed rather on the receding figure of the 
doctor than on the word-path she should follow in 
pursuit of him ; — "I mean that we who are well fed 
and sheltered and haunted by no spectre of starva- 
tion may well feel that certain primary debts must 
be paid before we are in a position to offer, or they 
to receive, the ^fts of salvation." 

In the middle of her speech, she had abruptly 
modulated the over-strenuous tones of her voice to 
studied gentleness. 

The doctor's dignified face was grave and sad. 

" My dear Miss Lathrop," he said, " I feel in 
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vhat yoa say the modem taint of materialism, — only 
too common, only too common I The ChttrclL itself 
is infected by it. There is a grievous amount of 
8^-deception abroad. Shall I tell you what is the 
origin of all this external institutional work und!e)> 
taken by religious bodies, — of much of this s»«alled 
social action 7 It springs straight from the flgnostio 
mov^neoit which has been eating into society for the 
last fifty years. It is an attempt to evade the perma- 
nent, the vital thing, — and that is the personal re- 
ligion of our fathers. For the real, undying concern 
of man is to escape sin and save his soul," 

" It is surprising, however," reflected Hilda, " to 
realize how very little Christ said about saving one's 
souL" 

Dr. Wilkinson looked surprised. '* Ye must be 
bom again," he quoted sdenmly. " Only by spirit- 
ual regeneratunt can poor sin-stained humanity be 
uplifted. Our modem methods simply multiply 
agencies for cleansing the outside of the cup and 
platter. Depend uptm it, religious work is in the 
long run the only kind that pays." 

Hilda's spirit was too bruised and wounded with 
recent memories to do justiGe either to the doctor's 
eamestnesB or to any elements of truth in his posi- 
tion. Her recoil from his words erected at once 
a hopeless barrier between them. A whim of 
Janet's darted through her mind as she listened i 
*'I wish that Lincoln Street would organize a 
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serieB of reviTal meetings for ihe benefit of up- 
town," lier friend had said. 

" I am inclined to think some of our neighbors 
aie more competent to do religiouB work than I am," 
she replied to the doctor, " Religious exhortatdcm 
would come more gracefully from me if the material 
baLmce were not bo evidently in my favor." 

Dr. WilkinHOD shoc^ his head. " Beware of sen- 
timentality I " he sighed. " Analyze poverty, and 
what do you find behind it 7 I>runkeniiess and 
thriftlessness. Nothing but a change of heart will I 
cure these things ; evangelistic methods are the only I 
fundamental ones. As for this alleged distress," — 
his voice grew soothingly confidential, — "let me 
assure you that the reports are much exaggerated. 
I am convinced that they are put in the papers by 
those scamps, the labor leaders." 

Hilda felt a pasrang amusement Mr. O'Hagan, 
president of the Central Labor Union in Brenton, 
had been fulminating at laji^ey House the night 
before against a capitaliet press that inserted no- 
thing favoT&ble to labor. 

" Dr. Wilkinson,"- — she wa« unconsciooB of the 
slight asperity in her tone, — "I heard that yoa 
were invited to the mayor's meeting which is to 
discuss municipal workshops for the unemployed 
this evening, and 1 am here becanse I hoped that 
yon would let me tell you a few &ctB that have 
ocmie under my personal observation." 
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" Wliy certainly," the doctor assented with good 
cheer. " Facts aie what we want in this excited 
state of feeling. Some people aie in danger of get- 
ting a little morbid. It is highly important to keep 
sane and avoid exaggeration." 

" We are convinced at Lan^ey House," Hilda 
went on, "that the need this winter is not only 
genuine but desperate. A succession of wretched 
people invade the House. They have exhausted all 
their resources, they press on us, they — " 

" "Wait a mconent ! Do let me reassure you, my 
dear," — there was gentle authority in Dr. Wil- 
kinson's nplifted hand. *' I can tell you from my 
presumably wider outlook how things really stand. 
I sit in my study, — a minister is a. kind of a priest, 
you know, — and people in distress know that they 
have a friend here. They come to me almost every 
day. I hear stories that you would never hear, nor 
Langley House either. Now in almost every case, 
examination reveals a moral cause for these troublea. 
Of course, there are deserving poor ; my agent, a veiy 
shrewd woman, reports to me twice a week on those 
in our parish. But she and I are persons of experi- 
ence, who know bow to sift cases, and I assure you, 
and I hope that I shall set your mind at rest, that, 
barring accidents, those who complain deserve what 
they get" 

Did he actually think that ? Hilda wondered, and 
Bome of her wonder crept into her tones, as she in- 
quired: — 
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" You believe id general then, Dr. WilkinBon, 
that the poor are morally inferior to the rich, and 
that this b the cause of their porerty ? " 

The doctor never flinched. " I certainly do," he 
replied, and his face kindled with genuine conviction, 
as he continued : " This sentimental socialism that 
is in the air menaces our democracy in its most sa- 
cred liberties. The bracing air of our country offers 
free jday to every individual, and encourages every 
capacity. If people fail, it is because they have not 
the qualities that command euccess. As Chiistiaos, 
we must pity and serve them, but we must not in- 
terfere with laws which act righteously, if severely, 
in putting them where they are. The claaees of privi- 
lege, so-called," he went on with increasing feeling, 
" are where they are through honesty, energy, and 
intelligence. I confess. Miss LaUirop, that a large i 
share of my sympathy goes out to them. Their sen- 1 
sitive natures are tortured by a compassion really | 
often a little or more than a little morbid, and the 
claims made on them are literally without end. Look ; 
at the works of my parish I A mission chapel, a 
House of Mercy, a laundry, a kindergarten, two mis- 
sionaries in China, one in India, one in Alaska, — , 
and think of the contributions made to home and 
foreign missions beside I All out of the pers(mal, 
Ultimate wealtli of my congregation I I tell them 
that their noble generosity lives before the Thrtme 
of God." 
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A viiiion of the equipages of the ooDgr^;atioa 
visited Hilda. A phrase frcnn aome novel was rap- 
pisg in her brain. " TIlb surviTal of the fittest, in 
a world in which it is hardly an honor to Burvive." 

*' The bene&ctions of our country," Dr. Wilkin- 
son was continuing, " are immense. Just think of 
the sums which education and philanthropy have 
received from bequests ahme within the last ten 
yeaxs. Our admiiably organized charities are ade- 
quate to meet all htmest need. Broadly speaking, 
in OUT free country such poverty as exists, exc«^ 
among newly arrived emigrants, is the warning of 
God, and a stem but ri^teous judgment." 

Were we not sustained by the illusion that it is 
possible to change men's attitude by argument, what 
silence would fall upon the race I Hilda was eager 
stilL 

" When Christ found people hungry, whether tlie 
fault was theirs or not, he fed them first and preached 
to them afterward," she remarked. 

" Do not I feed the hungry ? " Dr. WiUdnstm 
queried. " Here " — he touched an envelope on his 
desk — "is a check i(a fifty dollars, received just 
now frcan a pari^oner, to buy Easter diim^rs for 
the poor of the parish. Genuine distress is never 
turned away from this door." And in this statement 
he was speaking truly, for, as Hilda knew, he was in 
private life a generous man. 

She made one more effort ; her manner was tense, 
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and the doctor frowned in a weary fashion as the 
rapid words poured forth : *' Dr. Wilkinson, these 
pe<^e who come to as are not the decorous poor 
who would apply to you, or whom your agent would 
meet. They are the throngs of tlie foi^tten, — plain 
W(»'king-people, who in ordinary timea need no re- 
lief, or, in any case, don't ask for it. It has nerer 
occurred to them to apply for charity any more than 
it has to your daughters," — the doctor's frown 
deepened ; " many of tliem do not even hnow what 
the charitable agencies of the city are. They are not 
the submerged tenth. The black need that writes 
in the social depths is not rery far away from them, 
but usually it does not overwhelm them. To-day it 
is rising, rising, and they don't know where to turn. 
It is a pitiful sight We have not only to think how 
to help them, but also how to preserve their self- 
respect." 

Dr. Wilkinson hroke in upon her rapid speech. 
" What do these pec^e want from you ? Money, 
is n't it ? " he queried almost sharply. 

Hilda shook her head. " No," she answered with 
emphasis; "not money. In various cases, money 
has been refused when we offered it. They want 
work." 

" Have n't the^ savings? " The doctor's voice had 
acquired the note of cross-examination. 

" Many of them have been out of work six months. 
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"Yon mentioned &cta a short time ago. I am 
after facte. How many trave Bavings ? " 

" I have bad no time of late to collect statistics," 
said Hilda with spirit. " But I know that few of 
them have any savings lefL" 

"Savings-banks show" — he was trying to re- 
assure both hiTnt wlf and his hearer — " that vast 
gums of money are deposited by the mechanic 
claas." 

" That means little unless one has some notion of 
proportion. Do you know how large a proportion 
of mechanics in the city are depositors ? " 

The doctor was silent. 

*' The savings from a mechanic's income cannot 
be very Ia^;e — " 

" I b^ your pardon," interrupted the doctor. 

'* And the hard times have continaed some monUis. 
Savings are exhausted." 

The fretful line deepened in the doctor's face, 
though he spoke with careful patience. " I repeat," 
he s^d, " that there is a great deal of morbid feel- 
ing almiad. I have seen preposterous statistics to 
the effect that diirty thousand workmen are out 
of work in this city." 

^' You mean the statistics collected I7 the Uni- 
versity Settlement ? " 

" Yes. Those figures are absurd on the face of 
them. I consider them absolutely false." 

" They were collected with great care," said Hilda 
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gently. She did not add, as she might have done, 
that they had been systematically understated, and 
that, based <m retame from the unions, they left out 
of account the unorganized hordes of the unskilled. 

" I deny those figures in toto," Dr. Wilkinson 
was reiterating. 

"May I ask on what ground?" Hilda seemed 
powerless to exorcise the note of atf^ument from her 
Toice. 

*' If they were true " — the doctor spoke impres- 
sively — "there would not be a baker's shop un- 
raided in this city." 

" Is this the self-control with which you credit 
men after nineteen hundred years of Christianity ? " 
queried Hilda. 

" Self-control and Christiaiuty take wings pretty 
quickly when starration is swooping down on than," 
returned the doctor. 

Hilda was silent. As so often happens, d^ths of 
thought were suiging below the surface ebb and 
flow of talk. She mused on the terrible patience of 
the poor — that patience wherein the dim inherited 
hope of a heavenly future blended so strangely with 
the apathy of depleted nerves. But Dr. Wilkinson 
was waiting for her to speak. 

" I spent yesterday afternoon in the Central Labor 
Union," she said. Dr. Wilkinson almost stared; 
this was not a spot frequented by young ladies of 
his acquaintance. " The scene was very diamatio. 
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There was some violent speaking, I confesB, ctmung 
mostly from men who could hardly m&ke themselvee 
imderetood in English. But it was a wcmderful thing 
to see how their leaders ccmtrtdled them. I felt a 
better wwnan for listening to Mr. Abrams and Mr. 
O'Hagan. As long as those men keep tbeir present 
influence," — a little hesitatunt checked her voice as 
the Btramy scene recurred to her, — *' the unions at 
least will realize that violence is suioidaL" 

Dr. Wilkinson was shaking his head. " Human 
nature would n't stand it," he siud positively. 

"Perhaps it wiU not long," moramred Hilda, 
atdto voce. 

Aloud she said, " Are yon gmag to the mayw's 
meeting. Dr. W^ilkinson ? " 

"Yes, I think so;" the doctor looked at bis wateh ; 
" I have a library conmiittee at 4.15, — ahem I in 
ten minutes ; Committee of Christian Endeavor at 
6. My daughter is giving a tea, — I promised to 
look in at it, — I have an important committee 
meeting at T.30 to discuss a new window in the east 
transept ; and there 's a poor fellow in the hospital 
with a broken leg whom I ought to get to see to- 
day. But I did promise the mayor that I 'd drop 
in on bis meeting if I could manage it." 

" What shall yon recommend ? " 

"I shall keep my mouth tight shut," said the 
doctor emphatically, " except on one possible emer- 
gency. A great responsibility rests on those of us 
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wbo have a Btrong Bane sense of justace, Miss La- 
throp." 

Hilda nodded, applauding the sentiment, await- 
ing the application. 

" Pew people realize the terrible burden which 
rests in these anxious times on the employing class. 
It is our duty to see that this burden is not in- 
creased in any way ; that no rash experiments 
should be tried ; that nothing be done, for the sake 
of relieving a supposed distress, to violate the sound 
principles of economics, or the fundamentals of our 
government and society. I shall say nothing at the 
meeting to-night," — Dr. Wilkinson spoke almost 
solemnly, — " unless it were proposed that the city 
should extend charitable aid, whether or no difr- 
gnised in the form of frork, to the .so-called unem- 
pU>yed. In that case, I should fervidly enter my 
protest." 

" The people are starving," mourned Hilda. 

"It is impossible, — here I phmt my feet upon 
the ground," — Dr. WilMnson spoke with evident 
earnest conviction. "It is impossible for any 
human being to starve in our free country. It has 
never happened. It can never happen." 

Hilda looked full at him. " I have seen it," she 
said simply. 

"I repeat that it is impos^hle," — the doctor 
still had the exalted air of one loyal, against heavy 
odds, to the traditions of his fathers. 
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"Good-by, Dr. Wiltinson," stud Hilda. 

" Good-l^," — her hand waa once more, rather 
against her will, in that reassuring clasp. " I am 
very g^ad to have met you. Don't drop yoor paint- 
ing. I trust that you will not feel that you put me 
in an antt^nistic mood, I am not antagonistic, 
not at all, in regard to these grave questions. I am 
deeply troubled about them; my friends are the 
business men of the city, who look at them in a 
large way, and I look at them so, too. If you want 
my hdp about any individual case of distress, I 
shall be ^ad to have it investigated. The truth is, 
my dear Miss Latbrop, I have to be on guard 
against my own sentiment. If we forfeit our sanity, 
all OUT power for good is lost, you know. I have 
to keep myself jn hand with' all the power of my 
will ; I simply repress myself. Take courage, my 
dear young lady; we live in a Christian civiliza- 
tion." 

" Do we ? Good-by, Dr. Wilkinson," said Hilda. 

Bapidly, angrily, the girl paced down the long 
street, flinging broken remarks, pangs of heart, 
images of reproachful distress, at an imaginary 
divine. Irrational indignation at her surroundings 
posseBsed her. A French poodle, curled as to his 
front and glistening as to bis rear, sniffed at her 
dress in frigidly fashion. Hilda paused, and viewed 
the petted creature with looks of animosity. " I 
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never saw a beast I hated so," she informed him, 
out of Browning. The shocked expression of the 
dog's pretty mistress, who oanght the words, was 
balm to her soul. 

She had, half unconsciously, come far downtown, 
but she was still in the fashionable part of the city. 
Before her the snow swept smoothly fi-om the street 
to the recessed porch of a church. A wave of home- 
sickness submerged the girl ; the sudden memory 
was on her of ancient buildings which, in her Euro- 
pean girlhood, had opened their hearts to receive 
the solitary little alien, eatray from distant lands 
and a race unknown. Could she but enter and rest, 
and mei^ her insistent present pain in the fdlow- 
ehip of the past sorrows and yearnings of human- 
ity, whispering through dim aisles or hovering 
about the altar I She tried the church door ; it was 
severely locked, as behooved a Puritan edifice. 
Passers eyed the girl's baffled face with surprised 
disapproval. A certain indecorum attached to the 
attempt to enter a church on a week-day. 

But need was strong upon Hilda, and her feet 
guided her to an Anglican church not far away, 
where the daily choral evensong in Lent had been 
dear to her mother. Entering, she sank on her 
knees, hiding her hot face with a sense of relief, 
and automatically sat, rose, and knelt, whUe ancient 
prayers and chants drifted past her spirit like 
donds past a hilltop in summer. \ine ladies, in 
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eharming Lenten garb of gtay, black, and violet, 
formed the oongregation. 

" He hath put down the migbly from their seat, 
and bath exalted them of low degree." Two girls 
in rich furs eang the words softly imder their 
breath, joining the treble of the boy-choristers. 

*< The Lord looseth men out of prison : the Lord 
giveth sight to the blind," read an empty-faced 
yonng priest, rapidly and monotonously. 

" Lo, the poor crieth and the Lord heareth him, 
and deUvereth him out of all his trouble," re- 
sponded the nine ladies monotonously and rapidly. 

Hilda was listening to Dr. Wilkinson's voiee. 
*'My indignant sympathy goes out to the rioh. 
Few people realize how heavy a burden rests to-day 
on the employing class." 

" Suppose those great words of the Bible were 
real ! " she exclaimed in her spirit. " Suppose a 
true oongregation were here, — all the people who 
have been coming to Langley House this last 
week, — unkempt, haggard, rough. Inum;ine them 
hearing and saying those words, — calling out, in 
faith, upon a great deliverance ! And for the 
priest, — no, not Christ Himself ; vers He here, 
there would be deeds before words — " 

Her mind wandered for a time in dreary re^ns. 
She was aware that the young priest in the pn^t 
was knocking great words about sin and atone- 
ment against each other till they sounded hollow. 
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Then another train of thought seized her, not origi- 
nal, but strangely consoling. 

" Suppose Christ came into this church ; He 
would be dressed — like Mr. O'Hagan, perhaps. 
His bands would be workman's hands. How 
strangely these women would look at Him ! What 
would He say to as ? What would we say to 
Him?" 

The sermon was over; the benediction of the 
peace of God had been invoked in indiffer^it sin^ 
Btmg, a little out of tune, and the congregation dis- 
persed. Hilda remained kneeling, her face in her 
hands. Her spirit, turning in scorn and loathing 
from organized Christianity, found itself suddenly 
at rest in a holy presence. 

" What refuge from the Church, — save Christ 
Himself?" she cried. "Come and save us from 
Thy Church, O Caipentor of Nazareth ! " 

In grieving peace she pressed her way back, 
through the noisy streets thronged with sorrows, to 
her cktse tenement. 

*' Well I " Bud Janet Frothingham to her that 
evening. " Did your interview with Dr. Wilkinson 
increase your hope that the Church holds the key 
to the social dtnation ? " 

But Hilda turned the question gently aside, 
while Mildred Ellis eyed her watchfully and wist- 
fully. 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE LABOB LEADEB 

A PITIFUL, prolonged, bitter strike was " oa " in tlie 
factories of the town of Ljnton. The men, finding 
days idle on liheir hands, strayed at times into the 
iAty, and found their va; now and then to Langley 
House. At firBt, they were exhilarated ; as the in- . 
tennitiable weeks dra^^ged on, they became hazard. 
They bad struck against a finlling market ; on the 
other hand, their oi^anization was strong, and they 
had tenacity. 

Their grievances disappointed Hilda's dramatio 
sense : they were not, at first sifj^t, particularly 
tragic, and they were very bard to understand. They 
ocmcemed details : the system of fines, the demand 
that employees buy their implements of agents of 
the company ; special r^ulations affecting special 
classes of workers. Bnt below all these details lay, 
she came to see, one grim issue : the question of the 
right to organize. To this the more intelligent strikers 
clung with religious desperation. This the em- 
ployers, ready for the rest to make oertain minor 
concessions, repudiated with energetic contempt. 

At first Hilda, new to the problems of the labor 
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woild, lound the situation lather bleak. She would 
have preferred terrible, tangible injustice and bru- 
tality : little children toiling in physical peril, men 
at home rocking the cradle while the less expensiTe 
women went to the factory. Such things did not 
exist among tihe fairly prosperous workers of Lyn- 
ton. Before the cruel strike was over, indeed, misery 
that more than satisfied her appetite for melodrama 
came to her knowledge. Meanwhile, what most im- 
pressed her as time went on was the splendid loy- 
alty of the strikers to an abstract idea : the cost at 
which BO fine a product of civilization as the power 
to preserve solidarity under stress had been evolved 
by the unions from a crowd of comparatively igno- 
rant people, whose conditions would seem to leave 
free play for no impulse above self-preservation. 
Her emotion bowed, amazed and reverent, whatever 
the verdict of her reason, when the workers in the 
Ross factory, who had, by their own avowal, no per- 
sonal cause of complaint, went out on a sympathetic 
strike. When certmn of the strikers attested their 
fierce fidelity to the union principle by knocking over 
the head a number of newly imported scabs, her 
emotions as well as her reason called a halt indeed, 
but waited for new light. 

These two episodes, however, turned the sympathy 
c^ the public ag^st the strikers, and in the end 
determined an adverse result. They also most 
strongly excited the indignation of Hilda's Cousin 
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Howard. That wealthy and cheery gentUmau was 
not himself a maniifactnter oi the oonunodity in 
qaestion, but his interest in oetiain hy-producta 
brought him into dose reUtiona with the strike. 

Hihla loved her couain. He had retained tbroTigh 
hia growing prosperity a natural simplicity of heart 
as well as of manner ; his domestic aSectJons were 
tender and strong. During the lifetime of a fret- 
ful, inraiid wife hia patient devotion had never 
faltered. His int^rity in the bufdneas world was 
above reproach, hia generosity notewortby. 

Mr. Howard Brown liked bis erratic young couain, 
partly for her own aake, partly, as Hilda dimly sur- 
mised, for the sake of her mother, who had be^i 
tbe playmate of his boyhood. He was alwajrs ready 
to diacuss with HUda, after a benignant, half- 
amused faahion, as they aat around his aoftly lighted 
dinner-table, — the daughters, marvelling that papa 
and Hilda could care about soch dull matters, ex- 
dianging under their breath their latest experiences 
at golf. 

" A fine meaa they 're malring of it out at Ljnton, 
Hilda," he aaid <me night, as the salad was served. 

" la the strike likely to be loat, do you think ? " 
asked Hilda. She had much respect for her cousin's 
knowled^ of industrial matters. 

" Lost I Of course it will be lost I The danger is 
that more than the etrike will be lost I " 

" What do you mean ? " the girl asked anxiously. 
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" Tbe employers can't yield the men's demands, 
if they want to," replied he. 

" Could n't they yield a few ? It needs more tech- 
nical knowle«^ than I have to follow the thing ; 
but I should think it would be policy on the part 
of tbe employers to recognize the justice of those 
crituasms on the fine system." 

*' Why yes ; they could yield in one or two detiuls. 
The men know that as well as the masters. Those are 
only a blind. The real question at issue " — Cousin 
Howard's benevolent iaee was a trifle flushed — 
*' is whether the employers are to be dictated to by 
the unions. It 's tbe prmeiple at the heart of Amer^ 
ican enterprise that 's at stake. It 's industrial free- 
dom." 

** What do you mean by saying that more may 
be lost than the strike?" Hilda knew well enough 
her oonsin's views about trade-unioDS. 

" I hate to see you misled, child," Mr. Brown 
replied after a moment of hesitation, *'and your 
friends at Laugley House can do a lot of harm 
without knowing it. I can't ezpl^ the whole nmt- 
ter to yon. But any one with half an eye can see 
that the Lynton employers are in a tight place. 
Foreign competition is fierce just now. And there 's 
pressure — I tell you this in confidence, though it 
wfll soon be an open secret — from a new trust 
forming in the West. Our men here are standing 
out for the old American principle, — free oompe- 
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tition, honest scope for individual entorpriBe. More- 
over — " 

Through pudding, ices, and fruit, Cousin Howard 
went on expounding the situation, with a maeteiy 
of details that opened to Hilda widening vistas of 
industrial horizons. A clear picture deveh)ped be- 
fore her of the state of the market. She realized as 
never before the magnitude of the interests involved, 
and factors in the eitoation, ignored or unguesaed 
by the strikers, became evident to her in overwhelm- 
ing numbers. 

" And this is the time," Cousin Howard con- 
cluded, after sketching a peculiarly critical situa- 
tion, " that the men choose to strike ! Short-aighted 
foolfl ! Whether they win or lose, they are likely 
to bring ruin on themselves. Working-men are 
children, nothing bat children, Hilda. A friend of 
mine last year — I don't mind telling you, it was 
Mr. Ross — wafl thinking of introducing profits 
sharing into his shops. ' All very well to share 
profits,' I s^d to him, ' but how about a bad year ? 
Can you trust your men to share losses?' No, 
he could n't — and there you have it ! The men 
have n't self-control to share the sl^htest pressure 
when the concern 's in danger. They 're a self- 
seeking, ignorant crew I " 

*' But the men don't know that the concern 'a in 
danger I " cried Hilda. " Have n't you jnat told me 
that the negotiations are secret? Why not call 
them together, and explain the situation ? " 
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Mr. Brown broke in impatiently : " To them and 
to the competitors?" he said. "That's about as 
far as a woman sees. Secrecy is the first essential. 
My deal" child, don't be foolish. This matter is out 
of the range of sentiment. Business is a battlefield. 
The men ought to have a reasonable trust in their 
leaders. But after all" — hia natural kindliness of 
expression darkened a little — " it 's not their fault 
entirely. They are children, as I said. It 's the 
fault of those unprincipled scamps, the labor 
leaders." 

"Don't call names, Cousin Howard." Hilda 
patted Ms hand affectionately. " Several of those 
scamps are my very good friends." 

" Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself," 
the old man replied, looking at her with genuine 
distress. " Your very good friends are men with- 
out the first instinct of justice. Ixtok at that 
factory of Ross's. By their own confession, the 
employees haven't a grievance. He's the most 
generous of employers ; they were a set of honest, 
prosperous, peaceful workmen, till those black- 
guard agitators who go about interfering between 
masters and men got hold of them. That man 
O'Hagan — I hope he 'a not a friend of yours ; he 's 
a dangerous character — goes out and harangues 
them. They forget decent loyalty to their em- 
ployer ; they forget their own advantage. Out they 
all go. It 's like a madness." 
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"Don't you think motives strong enough to 
make people forget their own advantage are inters 
eating things ? " asked HildH) smiling into the 
boneeteyes. 

Cousin Howard's face hardened. "I suppose 
that you think a mob heaving bricks at a faithful 
laborer who is using his right as a free American 
to make his private and independent contract with 
the company is also an interesting thing." 

"Of course I don't defend violence," retoriied 
Hilda, impatient in her turn. " On the battlefield, 
though, you call it heroism." 

"That's in warfare." 

" Did n't you just say that business is a battle- 
field? The difficulty in a strike is that the men are 
supposed to observe the laws of peace while they 
are roused by all the passions of war. Why, the 
thing 's impoBBible. The only wonder is, they con- 
trol themselves so long. The strike has lasted six 
weeks. There has been just one episode of vio- 
lence ; and up rises the whole sect of the Pharisees 
agaiost the strikers I Oh, oh, I did n't mean to 
call you a Pharisee, dear Cousin Howard," cried 
Hilda, remorseful. 

Conversation was a little strained after this, and 
Hilda was glad to escape into the winter streets. 
She walked rapidly homeward, talking to henelf 
in an eagar undertone, after an odd fashion she 
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" Now, I 'm sorry I used that expression. A 
Pharisee you are not, my dear cousin, but a loyal 
gentleman. And you certainly understand the 
situation l:>etter than the men do. But how blind 
you are to the hinnan aspects of the matter ! Can't 
you see how unequal a fight it is ? What reason 
has American history given American workmen to 
trust their employers? If the rank and file can't 
know the facts, why not confide in the leaders the 
men do trust, — in the organizers 7 " Hilda smiled 
to herself. " Now, why should that be so absurd ? " 
she went on in her mental coUoqi^. " Because the 
working-men are so unreasonable, you say ? Well, 
I suppose they do refuse to realize the risks of 
capital And I suppose they will keep on refusing 
so long — why, so long as yon continue to live in 
Webster Avenue, and they in Lynton tenements. 
Don't you see how that great, sharp contrast is in 
their minds forever, — never to be gotten over? 
Why should it exist ? No, it is n't because you are 
so much cleverer that you deserve all that luxury, 
my dear cousin. I hate to tell yon so, but you know 
you are really rather a dull man, my dear ; not the 
least bit in the world above the averse man. Your 
money is the reward of abstinence ? How I used 
to codgel my brains over that, and wonder what in 
the world Uncle Howard ever abstained from I But 
he gave you a better education, — a better start in 
the world. Yes, exactly ! And then wiiat becomes 
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of the Deolaratum of Inde . Oh I all I Mr. 

O'Ha^n, I beg your pardon I " 

Hilda smiled brightly at the " blackguard agita- 
tor," against whom she had bumped with some 
Tehemenoe. 

" Say, I 've just been to your plaoe," responded 
Mr. O'Hagaa, pausing in his loose-limbed stride to 
beam ohiTalrousIy down -a^n ber. " Yoa were n't 
there." 

" I 'ye been dining with my cousin, Mr. Howard 
Brown, talkii^ about the strike." 

"Howard Brown I Is he a oousin of yours?" 
said Mr. O'Hagan, frowning. " And you 'to gtme 
toliveinLinot^Streetl " His hearty lau^ full o{ 
gmuine amusMnent, rang load cm the decorous air. 

" Say," he went on, " I 've got to go now. I 'm 
due at a meeting of the garment-workers ; there 's 
another meeting of the nulway men, too, at eleven 
p. M. They 're in a little difficulty, and I said I 'd 
happen roiuid. But I'll tell you what. I'm going 
down to Lynton to-morrow evening to address the 
strikers, and I told Miss Abbott that if die 'd like 
to come along, she eould hnag any of the fo^ she 
liked. Yon oimie down with her, and we 'U have a 
good chance to talk on the trm." 

" Thank you, I will,** agreed Hilda, and made 
her way forward full of glee at the thought of how 
Cousin Howard's mouth would curl, should he hear 
of the projected expedition. 
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" Mr. O'Hagan does n*t spare Umaelf," Bhe med^ 
itated. " I think I see Cousin Howard giving up 
the night watehee to meetings, in the inteietta of 
what cause soever, Mr. O'Hagan and Mr. Con- 
nelly do it all the time. They have to, I suppose. 
Wage-slaves are only free when the world 's asleep." 

It was a tense meetaog at Lyntoa. Hilda, a little 
daunted at finding herseli on the jdatfotm with 
the delegates from variouB distant unions, soon 
lost self-conscioasness in her deep interest. Hsxe 
was no audience assembled, with a pleasurable 
sense of leisure and virtue, to indulge cultivated 
tastes ox religious sentiments. The sea of upturned 
faces before her in the bare hall, quiet enough, but 
with an underlook watchful to fierceness, seemed 
tra^c, alien. A sharp sense of reality smote on her. 
This throng was bent on an issue of life or deaHi ; 
they were not commenting on life, they were 
living, breathless. Such a throng she had never 
seen before. 

Mr. O'Hagan's speech was full, after his wont, 
of rude power and eloquence. It glowed with a 
radiant good-humor that captivated his audience ; 
it piotured the abstract with a wealth of metaphor 
often ludicrously mixed, but always appealing ; it 
took swift turns from invectiTe to tenderness, from 
tenderness to fun. 

His special object, as he had carefully explained 
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eoming doiro on the train, was to instil a sense of 
the neceasity of order, and prevent a repetition oi 
the violence that had bo alienated the public. 

" I want to teU jou Bomething, my friends," said 
Mr. O'Hagan, leaning over the little deek with in- 
timate eameBtoesa. " You 've got to get Hie public 
on your side. If you don't, tlie enemy will charge 
on yon, and roll you up in a scroll, and defeat you. 
It will take your branch of peace and stab you in 
the back with a poisoned dagger. Who determines 
whether the cause of labor rises or sinks? The 
employer ? No ! The workmen ? Xo I The public, 
every time. Oh, it 's a merciful thing, the public, 
with its fine sense of justice, and its precious brains. 
Tou don't find the employer pulling wool over the 
public's bruns, — oh, no I You live along quietly 
year after year, on a wage that keeps you and your 
family about half fed, that forces you to send yonr 
daughters, when they 're fresh and young, to spend 
their daylight in a factory, and take yonr boys out 
of school before ever the law allows, and keeps your 
wife an anxious drudge all her days : does the pub- 
lic care? Is its sense of justice offended? No; 
that's all right I Your employer's wife and chil- 
dren and your employer's pastor go to Europe in 
their summer vacation, and they come back in the 
autumn, and wonder why the masses don't come to 
church, and maybe they start a mission ; that 's all 
right! 
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" You get tired of eating crow, and by and by 
you get ap and you say your burdens are too heavy ; 
you won't be able to make life bo pleasant for them, 
if they don't ease up on you a bit, and you ask this, 
and you ask that, and you ask the other. And the 
public listens, and it Bays, perhaps, — ' Well, that 'b 
so ; perhaps those poor devils do have rather a hard 
time of it. Of coarse, they can't expect to have things 
very nice nor pleasant, like we do. They can't ex- 
pect no travel, nor education, nor music, nor time 
to see each other, uor pretty homes, nor all that ; 
why they 're the under-dogs, and the under-dogs 
they 11 stay, for does n't the apostle say the things 
as be is ordained of God, and the poor we have 
always with us ? But perhaps they are pressed just 
a leetle too hard. We 've got for to see they keep 
strong enough to work, you know.' And then if it 
comes out that a few of you have been starved to 
death, or broken up in machines, why the public 
will take to thinking of you real pleasant like. But" 
— there was a change in the rich voice — "if you 
want them to keep on feeling that pleasant way, 
look ont, my friends. Ko violence ! Do you hear 
me ? We must n't have no violence in this strike. 
No slinging bricks at the nice innocent workman, 
who 's going to get your jobs. I mean what I say," 
he shouted, as a suppressed snarl ran through the 
house. " What happened on Green Street last Fri- 
day ? " 
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Voices broke out here and there ; men and women 
rose to their feet : " 'T was n't ub I 'T was n't no one 
in the unioiia ! " The hubbub deepened. A Bussian 
Jew was noisily exclaiming from the back of the 
room somiething about a "damned scab." A florid 
man near the front was bellowing indistinguishable 
sestences, and finally OTertopped the efforts of his 
neighbors to quiet him with the emphade remaik : 
*' It 's not true, nor never was, nor never will be, that 
nomeoanstopmeoff wheni wanttotalkl " 0'H»- 
gan stood with folded arms, gaidng half humorously 
over the tumult for about half a minute, in perfect 
silence ; then, flinging bis hand out with an emphatie 
gesture, ocHumanded instant stillness. 

" I know all about it. You listen to me." His 
voice was low and firm. " We most have none d 
this. Oh," the commanding note slipped into a tone 
of deep and yearning pity, " don't yon go for to 
think it 's me as would blame yon. Don't you sup- 
pose I know tlie sacrifices you have made, — the chil- 
dren hungry, — the litde home broken up, — Uie 
days idle on your hands? And you 're standing round 
in the stareet wondering how it will end, — thinkin', 
thinkin' ; and yon see the man skulking hy who 's 
goin' to make all that useless 7 He '11 not let his 
&mily suffer. It 's nothing to him what other fami- 
lies suffer. He 'U take the wages of a slave and lick 
tiie foot that kicks him, and snatch your job as fast 
as he can get it. He 's going to look out for num* 
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ber one, every time. Don't I know the feelii^ in 
your heart toward him ? " 

A hiBB and moan ran. through the house ; faces 
were drawn and gray. 

"But — it — won't — do, my friends," O'Hagan 
went on. His face was wan ; he spoke in a low, inward 
tcaie, deliberate and solemn ; ihen suddenly brought 
his fist oa ti» table with a mighty crash : " You 
must n't show that hatred. You must n't try to stop 
liiat man. Oh, you may Btand and look at him, 
hundreds strong, as be goes to wcnrk; you may 
point your fingers at bim in silence ; yes, yon may 
file up and watch him pass ; you may bifw him, if 
you like. 

" Ba your Mzong' utd nmple word* 
Emu to iroand aa ahaipeaed iironla. " 

But stop there. No violence. If you heave <Hie 
little brick, if you stop one single meak on bis way 
to the shop, you lose the public. The public is a law- 
abiding body. Yon 've got to see this thing through 
without -violation of the law. You can't aSori to 
make the public angry, you can't afffard to ^ve the 
employers that pulL I tollyou, ifyou-don'twant to 
lose the strike, let the scab alone" 

In tlie train going home, Mr. O'H^an was to all 
seeming a mere sunken and slouched heap of flesh, 
exhausti<Hi showing in every curve. Hilda, who sat 
with bim, did not address him, till suddenly, half- 
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way to the city, he drew a long breath, sat apright, 
and turned to her, with a pallid, inqniring smile. 

" Well, Miss Lathrop," he said. 

"Mr. O'Hagan," said Hilda courageonslj, di- 
rectly, a bit sternly, " do you approve of vio- 
lence ? " 

He stared at her, perplexed. " What did I speak 
about? Didn't I do all I could for to prevent it?" 
he qnaried. 

*' You seemed to say " — the girl was still un- 
blenching and severe — " that the only reason you 
did n't approve of shooting those scabs was because 
the public did n't like it. Any one would think you 
would be glad to have them shot down, if it were 
not inexpedient." 

O'Hagan looked up at her under lus eyebrows. 
" I should," he said. 

Hilda gasped. 

The man's face was alive i^ain, his frame alert. 

" What 'a a scab ? " he queried, peering with 
compelling enei^ into her eyes. " Did you ever 
think? When you was a Kttle girl in school, I 
snppose they learned you about Benedict Arnold. 
Did your teacher tell you to be sorry for the fate 
of a traitor? What does a traitor deserve ? " 

" That is in warfare," hazarded Hilda weakly, 
foi^tting her own contention with Cousin Howard. 

" Oh, my God, what have we got here ? " cried 
Mr. O'Hagan. " The cruellest war ever fought. 
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with the most unequal odds. Look here," he placed 
the combatants dramatically in the air, with a ges- 
ture ; " here 's the employing class, and it stands 
armed with a mighty big gun, called Starvation, all 
ready to shoot the poor down. Yes. Well, now, 
here are the wage-slaves : what have they got in 
their hands ? Why, it 's something the employer 
don't like, to be sure, but it ain't deadly, though it 
may be unpleasant : its name ia Fear-of-Bankruptt^ I 
That 's all. That 's the worst thing they can threaten 
the employers with, and no one can say as it *s so bad 
as Btaxvation. Now there 's just one thing can 
hold the wage-slaves together and give them a t&ii 
show in the fight, and that 's the union. Yes, sir. 
The nnion is the church of the workiug-man." 

*' The unions are all right, Mr. O'Hagan," said 
Hilda determinedly. " I believe in them and I 
honor them. But they have n't any business to turn 
tyrants themselves, and persecute a man who doea n't 
choose to join them. A free country won't stand 
that. Mr. Howard Brown is perfectly right when 
he says that the workman on American soil has & 
r^ht to refuse to join an organization when he likes, 
and to make free contracts when he pleases." 

"Yes, — you'd love a union in white kids, 
would n't you, though ? " sneered O'Hagan, " The 
unions are all right, say you, as long as they 're 
ineffective. Did you ever think," he went on more 
patiently, "what it means to get a crowd like 
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we saw to-Dight to organize ? to persuade them to 
pay their dues regidar, year in and year out, even 
if they 're sailin' pretty near the wind, while the 
wolf howls at the door ? We 've got to make the 
rights and needs of all a religion to them, and there 
they are, of different races, hating each other, likely ; 
of different churches, ignorant as you please. How 
are you going to bind a crowd like that together in 
loyalty, onlesa you give them the feeling that the 
man as won't join is an outcast? They 've got to 
hate the scab pretty bad, else when the time of trial 
comes, like this here strike, they 'U all be turning 
scabs themselves. — You must n't let them shoot the 
scabs, though, nor throw stones at them ; no, nor 
even call them bad names. I know that as well as 
you do." 

He paused, gazed gloomily at the girl beside him, 
in her immaculate gray suit and cleanly, vigorous 
grace. Suddenly he resumed : — 

" liord I how innocent you are I — Look here," — 
the characters appeared upon his knees as he spoke. 
" Here yon are, a worker, and you belong to the 
union ; it 's your religion, remember, and you 're out 
on this strike. Perhaps you were n't in such a mighty 
bad fix yourself, but you 've got some real grievi- 
ances, and there 's others you know have more and 
worse, grieviances as had n't ought to be borne, and 
the strike is ordered, and out you go. You tug, the 
employers tug ; weeks go l^, months go by. Yon 're 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



THE LABOR LEADER 176 

anxious by day and you 're anziouB by nigbt. Tour 
savings melt. Yon grow a little faint-like and queer 
in your inaides. Worse than that, your wife, sbe 's 
growing wMte about tbe lips, and maybe sbe scolds 
you, aad tbe baby wbines. But you keep on tugg^n', 
just the same. And you bear bow the employers is 
gettin' tired : the big factories, they stand idle, and 
that Pear-of-Bankruptcy is p'inting at them pretty 
sharp, and yon hope tbe oursed thing will be off 
soon. Now, look this way, — here comes along a 
man, a foreigner, maybe, and be 's a worker in 
yoiu: trade, and he wants to steal your job. He 's 
got low-down ways of Uring, and he '11 take tbe 
mean conditions you said you could n't stand. 
That 's all right, if he wants to be a slave ; you don't 
object ; but he '11 drag you, and all the men of the 
union, back with him into slavery ; be '11 force those 
conditions on all of you. Ain't that tyranny ? Ain't 
that interferin' with the rights of the individual, 
I 'd like to know ? Ain't it a worser tyranny than 
you show when you stop him ? Ob, you would n*t 
stop him, you say ; no, yon 'd go to him and say, 
' Good-day, brother. I 'm your Christian brother, 
and I '11 show you tbe way to the factory,' "Would 
you, now ? Not you ! Would n't you hate him ? 
Wouhi n't you suppress him ? Oh Lord I " 

Hilda felt O'H^^'e large frame tense beside 
her. She turned suddenly pallid. It seemed all but 
hopeless to urge tbe maxims of tbe Sermon on tbe 
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Mount upon theae primitive emotioos ! Espedallf 
as she recognized in the man's words the forces, 
more or less disguised, which determine the very 
constitution of society. She fell into silence and 
watched, from out the window, the flashing parity 
of a star, that, gleaming fitfully throngh white 
smoke-wreatfas, seemed to keep steady pace with the 
motion of the tnun. Was our earth, with its Bulg- 
ing pasuons, a tiny symbol of radiant peaoe to some 
wrathful, pain-stricken soul on yonder point of light ? 
she wondered. 

*' Mr. O'Hagan," alie said at last ; " tell me what 
you think of the sympathetic strike." 

A gentle look came over the nuin's strong, rugged 
face. 

" The sympathetic strike ! " he said slowly. ** It 's 
the holiest expression of brotherhood that the world 
has seen. . . . 

"Think, Miss Lathrop. Look at them men at 
Boss's. Were they ill off? Not they. They had 
their tidy little homes ; their children were in 
school ; they received a fair and steady wage. And 
the C17 reached them of their brothers in Lynton, 
— out of work half the j^ear, underpaid, weak, — 
starting on a great fight. What could th^ do to 
help ? Why, if they went out, and the raw material 
was shut away, 't would make matters no end harder 
for the Lynton empli^ers. They met an' had a Itmg 
diBOussion. Oh, they faced the thing Sail. 'T was 
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their own doing, 't was no orders from headquarters 
took them oat. I was down, to be sure, and told 
them how the council felt it would be an immense 
help in Lynton if they went oat ; but the decision 
was left to them, and they Tot«d to go out. There 
was n't but a small minority of opposing votes. If 
this strike is won, it 'U be due to them. Ain't that 
fine?" 

" It is hard on Mr. Koss, though," said Hilda 
gently. 

Mr. O'H^ao paused, as if the thought were new 
to him. 

■ " Well, it was," he admitted slowly. " Ross has 
always been a fwr man. But can't you see, Miss 
Lathrop, there 's more than Boss at stake. He 's 
one man. This question involves the welfare of 
thousands, — indirectly of all the men and women 
in this trade in thb country. And Boss is pretty 
rich. He has rich relatives, I guess. His wife and 
children would n't never be made to suffer, no, not 
if he failed, like the wives and children of those 
Lynton men have suffered for years, not to speak 
of the way they 'd suffer if the strike was lost." 

Hilda was on the point of explaining that a less 
degree frf deprivaticm — to be forced t» leave a lux- 
urious home for a small one, and to get along, per- 
haps, with only one servant, for instance — would 
probably involve more suffering to the delicate or- 
ganism of Mrs. Boss, than semi-starvatdon would 
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infliot €fo. tbe wife of a working-mBn. But she 
found the matter difBcult to put ocmvincingly to 
Mr. O'Hagan, and indeed a little sensation that 
seemed something like shiune stopped the explau^ 
tion on her lipa. 

Yet her oompanion felt, seemingly, something 
unsympathetic in her silence, toe presently he lm>ke 
forth: — 

*' It ain't no use, Miss Lathrop ; yon can't tm> 
derstand us ; you might just as well let the poor 
sltHte. The working-people has got to work out 
their own salvation. No one that has n't shared their 
struggle can help them. Life 's dainiy to you rich. 
You live in your pretty rooms and think your pretty 
thoughts, and you go to your pretty chtirchee and 
hear pretty sentiments about brotherhood, — much 
the rieh know about their brothers ! How should 
they know ? Where do they meet 'em ? Look at 
dieir churches, — rented pews and aoft cushions 
for the ric^ back seats and sniffs for the poor, 
if they went, which they don't. Look at the ool- 
ites : who fills 'em ? Our sons and daughters 7 
No ; they 're not in the colleges of the land, — the 
college of the poor man's son is the factory. Look 
at the government : who runs it ? The big men of the 
big trusts. Say, I heard some one down to Langl^ 
House one night talking abont the Two Nations ; 
and I thought, Bight yon are t Two nations, sure I 
and no communication between the two. One nati<«i 
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is giving its heart's blood to nonriBh the other, 
though," whispered O'Hagan, bending verj dose to 
Hilda ; *' hut the blood nms through unde^round 
channels, and yon don't none of you stop for to a&k 
where it comes from I " 

Hilda repassed a shiver. 

" You have no right to taJk that way about the 
rich," she said with emphaeie. "They are mare 
awake to their responsibility every year. Look at 
the immense sum ^ven to charity ; the libraries, 
art museums, hospitals, relief works, — all frran the 
rich, all for the people. If rich men make thmr 
mon^ by hard means, — I don't doubt they do, — 
they spend it generously in America to-day." 

Mr. O'Hagan looked at her askance : — 

*' Do you know what these btg gifts mean ? " 
Onoe more the massive face bent very near her own, 
"They're hush-money." 

" Nonsense ! " said Hilda, shocked. 

" Fact. What did the American millionaire do 
with his mtmey in the last generation ?" queried 
Mr. O'Hagan. " Built palaces and yaehtH. What is 
he doing b>day ? Endowing univenddes. Why ? 
Is be a better man ? Don't you believe it ! He may 
be a mite smitten in conscience here and there, I 
don't deny that, but his reason is clear enoi^;h. 
How many professors in the universities endowed 
l^ Mr. Kraut, are going to speak out, do you sup- 
pose, in the oause of industrial freedom ? eh ? How 
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toany clei^ take the aide cS the poor openly in a 
stanggle like this stoike ? I know jost one, — Father 
Phillips, of Stonyton. Yon ever meet him ? " 

Hilda made a gesture of denial. 

*' Ah ! there 'b a man for you I Not that I blame 
the othN«, poor creatureB. Say," — thra^ was a 
curious tang, half pitying, half oontemptnoos, in the 
labor leader's tone, — ** I 'm awful sorry for clergy- 
men. I know some of 'em, they crane and talk to 
me," — he imitated a pleading tenor : *' ' O'Hagan, 
my dear friend, if you would only cmue to church 
and lay aside your bitterness of spirit,' — " 

Mr. O'Hagan tihrew back his bead, and laughed, 
— not a pleasant laugh, 

" Poor men \ They mean well ! " he went on, — 
*'But it's funny, you know. Th^ have a lot (rf 
sympathy for the poor, some of 'em, they really 
hare, and they see clear enough where tlie justice of 
Christ would lie. But what can they do ? They 've 
got to draw their salaries. They 're all subsidized 
by the rioh, and moat of 'em are married men with 
&milies. No, I don't blame 'em. They can't say 
out what they think. Their handsome churches 
are built by the rich, — their choirs are supported 
by the rich. Lord bless you," he concluded, with 
an accent of finality : " the poor ain't got nothin' 
to do with your fine reli^on and learning in this 
country I You leave us alone, — that 's all we ask 
cf you, — and let the big fight come on." 
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Hilda felt tempted to silence, but roused herself 
with an effort. 

*' You can't lump the rich in one class, and con- 
demn them, any more than you can the poor," she 
said strenuousl;. '* I know one or two saints among 
the rich, — the simplest, the purest, the most self* 
sacrificing of souls I They can't help it if they are 
educated, and have always liYed in nice houses. 
They weie bom that way, and their souls aren't 
any the worse for it." 

"M — m — m — I dare say," said Mr. O'Hagau. 
" You show me one of them people that would be 
ready to ask a working-man to tea I They saerifice 
themselves, do tbey ? Is there one of them as makes 
a sacrifice below the line of their own comfort and 
cleanliness and oonTenience ? Tell me that ! " 

Hilda's blood boiled with the injustioe and the 
truth of his words, and the pain of it all. 

"Your poor wouldn't be one bit better I" she 
said obstinately. " You let the working-people get 
the upper hand, and they 'd behave in precisely the 
same way." 

The train was drawing into the station. Mr. 
O'Hagan shook his head. " There 's a deal of humim 
nature everywhere," he admitted, as they moved 
down the aisle, ready, American fashion, to make a 
mad rush for the door when the jolt came. " But I 'U 
tell you one thing," he added presently, when the 
democratio exit was accomplished, and they stood at 
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partang in the sharp air of ihe winter night : " The 
working-people has had a pretty long apprraiticeship 
to sacrifice. They 've learned to stick together ; 
they 've learned the lore as is more than a name. 
Yes," — his rough, solemn face waa aplifted to the 
jdanet Hilda had watched from the train, — " the 
fight 's a hard one. It 's bitter, — I 'm bitter. Bat 
wait till we win the day, and we 11 show the world 
what brotherhood means." 

*' What mixture <d limitation and nobilify,*' mnBed 
Hilda, mft Ving her way home with quickened pulse. 
** Take his attitude oa the sympathetic strike. There 
will be a hrJier expreeaoa of brotherhood scnne day 
than any based, like that, on the class-figbt theoiy. 
Yet his words thrilled me. His class antagcniam is 
terrific, elemental, — but it is no more ingrained 
than Conain Howard's. And of the two men, Mr. 
O'H^an sees deeper, to my mind. 

" He is wrong about the scab. He will haye to 
learn he is wrong. Yet in his place, — in their place, 
— could I feel differently ? Doubtless scabs suffer 
ODJustiy and cruelly. So did Tories in the Bevolu- 
titffiary Wta. Is n't Cousin Howard's pet principle, 
imchecked freedom for the individual, workman or 
employer, the Tory principle in the industrial war ? 
What is law as it develops but a progressive limitar 
tion of personal rights ? 

" Yes ; but such limitations ought to be imposed by 
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the state, not by a volimtaiy oi^anization, like tiftde- 
unioQs. There I am a.t BocIaliBm again ! How my 
mind travels toward it, from whatever point of the 
circle I set out I 

"As for Mr. CHagan," she retomed, woman-wise, 
to the personal impression ; " that man refreshes 
me. He is an idealist. The misery of the workers 
is a ceaseless anguish to him. You feel it pulsing 
tbrongh him, and you feel his unquenchable hope I " 
Her spirit made a discovery that set the blood 
a>tin^ in her veins. ''This labor leader is the 
first man I have ever known, except Lawrenoe Fei^- 
son," she thought, slowly, pasaonately, " who has 
found an heroic, definite Cause, unrelatod to bis 
own interests, to live and die for." 
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I^EABNINa AND HAHHON 

Hilda realized one day with sudden aUnn tihat she 
loathed her aurraundings. Their ugliness pressed on 
her like a physical pain. To her first glad exultation 
in freedom had succeeded a sense of deadly op- 
pression ; to the eager impulse toward unlimited 
friendlineas, a sense of baffled helplessness extremely 
hitter. The philanthropio attitude became more and 
more abhorrent, and an unspeakable distaste for. 
" doing good " as a profession overswept her like 
nausea. 

" Tha good mut ■power, but to wMp barren tean, 
The poverfnl goodnen want," 

she sighed. A ware of revolt was sucking her away. 
She feared lest she lose her moorings, and be borne 
back, she knew not whither. 

It was not strange that' instincts long suppressed 
began to stir in her, the artist instincts, clamoring 
for the joyous play of creative powers, Homemck 
for definite activities, she moved vaguely " in a mist," 
as the heroes of the old tragedians died ; clutdied in 
spirit at old safeguards, and yearned for positive if 
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limited daties, in perf omung ^licli her ovn effective- 
nesB might be dear. 

Upon these mtudngB broke anew the call for act- 
ive decifuon. Brenton boaflted a great popular In- 
stitute, which offered both industrial and intellectual 
training, and claimed to be a People's Univeraity. 
Hither, at Uie b^inning of the second term, had 
come Hilda's old friend and classmate, Henrietta 
Morse, unexpectedly amnmoned to serve as instructor 
in economics. The position of Director of the De- 
partment of Indostrial Arts was now offered to 
Hilda. Here asauredly would be scope at once for 
her democratic instincts and for her specific training. 
CWld she do better than accept ? 

But while she questioned, the situation developed 



It had happened the spring before that much talk 
had been excited by the forced resignation of a pro- 
fessor of economics at a distant uniTersiiy, munifi- 
cently endowed by Mr. Kraut, the multi-millionaire. 
Suddenly, this automn, the announcement was made 
that the Huntington Institute had received from 
the same gentleman the offer of $500,000, this 
sum being his income for a considerable ptntion 
of a week. Gratidations followed, and a special 
meeting of thanksgiving, with fervent prayers 
lor the noble donor, and a doxology sung seem- 
ingly in his honor, was held in the largest hall of 
the city. 
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Hilda was sick at heart Among her new Mends, 
and not there only, Mr. EJraut was a mythicsl figure, 
— a sort of giant shadow of commercial sin, stalk- 
ing among men and darkening tjieir pathway. From 
the heaps of his wealth voices of despair med aload. 
With one hand, he knocked his oompetitorB into the 
mire, and ground the faces of the poor ; with the 
other, he scattered his money abroad, in drantatio 
charity. Kot onfy the late episode in the West, bnt 
several similar oocnrrences, had set in motion rumors, 
low bat many, that in institutions under his august 
protection libraly of ntterance was gagged. 

" KoUe action, that of Huntington Institnte," re- 
marked Mr. O'Hagan, meeting Hilda on the street 
" Dignified position it 's in, — Ucking Erant's boots. 
Splendid liberty of teaching yon 'U have after this. 
No prejudice in favor of capital, no construnt oa. 
free speech, oh no ! Only, if any t«acher there should 
find out that the methods of the trust are a bit 
questionable, and it should occur to him to mention 
the fact, you 11 be surprised to find how soon the 
authoritiea will discover that that taa^ier un't a 
competent man." 

Nor waa the labor leader alone in his views. 
There was a little lift of the shoulders at receptions 
when the news was discussed ; the cheaper portion 
of the press admitted sarcastic comments ; in one or 
two of the more independent organs of the better 
type, a note of inquiry found its way. The protest 
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was faint ami weak, overpowered by the surging 
music of congratulatioD, but it was surely th^re. 

When any question of grave social moment was 
agitating the community, a meeting, gathered in 
some unexplained manner, was pretty sure to hap- 
pen at Langlej House. It happened now. 

The meeting was a small one, no reporters pre- 
sent, notable rather for quality than for quanti^ ; 
two or three professors and instrootors from Hunt- 
ington Institute, known to constitnte the more radi- 
cal element in the place ; eeveral trustees of that 
and ol^r corporations; a nmnber of elei^ymen, 
among whom Dr. Wilkinson was not present, hav- 
ing ignored his invitation ; the president and dean 
of a great neighboring university ; and a few busi- 
ness men, including Mr. Howard Brown, whom 
Hilda had captured against his wilL Probably Miss 
Abbott was the only person in the taty who could 
have drawn that little group together for a diacns- 
sion of such an issue. Some of them had done a 
lo^ve thing in coming, and were quite ready to 
abide the consequences of Uieir action. But they 
looked more uncomfortable than heroic, as they sat 
awaiting the delayed appearance of their chairman. 

Hilda sat by Henrietta Morse, and tried to cheer 
the sensitive, troubled face by a little joke. But 
Henrietta refused to be cheered. The girl was of a 
fine and thoroughly academic type of mind, — radi- 
cal in theory, but conventicwal in action, not from 
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moral, but from mtellectual timidity. This thing 
touched her to the quick. 

" What is the use of meetiog ? " she broke ont 
sotto voce. " We shall simply talk ; there is no< 
thing we can do. No trustees in America would 
refuse the offer of money." 

*'Not if they were convinced the money waa 
earned by sin 7" cried Hilda. 

Henrietta shook her bead. " Oh yes," she sighed. 
" But I 'A like to see the evidence that would con- 
vince them. People find what they look for ; trus- 
tees will always decide that a criticised donor is a 
much-injured individual Heavens ! Our action 
may end in an endorsement of Mr. Kraut I " 

The bead of her department, a middle.aged gen- 
tleman with a pleasant, fiorid face, frowned slightly. 
He was a person who, like most of us, took himself 
for granted as a friend of freedom. Memory was 
keen in him of nndergradoate days in which he had 
read Shelley and mildly defied certain mild conven- 
tions. He privately thought himself a radical, on 
the ground of his kindly desires for all men, but 
his radicalism had never encountered the strain of 
the actual. He had joined the present Station 
half automatically, being unable to picture himeeU 
on the other side of a liberal movement ; but he 
was extremely ill at ease. 

" There might conceivably be worse things than 
an endorsement of Mr. Kraut," he observed. " It 
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is a bad tlimg to exonerate a sinner, but it 'a a woi«e 
thing to condemn an innocent man. How can y/e 
be sure of the facts ? It 's a pretty grave matter to 
increase the cackle of unenlightened and possibly 
mistaken scandal. We all know that Eraut has 
only done aa he would be done by " — (" or done," 
, murmured some one) — " if his competitors had the 
chance. None of the chains against him are proved. 
I confess that I hare an uneasy feeling that it is a 
little uncharitable to call a meeting like this." 

Hilda's lips set in a scornful curve. " We are 
not accusing the man," she thought. " We are de- 
manding that the accusations against him be con- 
sidered." The voice of her neighbor on the other 
side struck refreshingly on her ear. 

*' I call that r-o-t," it murmured emphatically. 
The voice belonged to a valiant little clergyman of 
one of the smaller religious bodies. 

"Really," said this clergyman, "I think that 
B^isitivenesB in regard to Mr. Kraut is a little mis- 
placed. It reminds me of the old lady who dashed 
in at peril of her life when the circus was passing, 
to pick up a banana skin from the pavement, she 
was 80 afraid the poor elephant would slip on it. 
Mr. Kraut's massive onward tread will continue to 
trample civilization imperturbably down, whether 
colleges take his money or not. Where did I read 
a sentence like this ? ' The general cowardice of our 
age covers itself with the illusion of charity, and 
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asks in the name of Chriat that no feelings be 
hurt' The great danger i^ainst which we need to 
be on our guard to-day is not lest we be unjust to 
wealth, but lest we be respecters of persons." 

The professor of eooDomics shook his reproach- 
ful head. " Justice is a sacred and absolute word," 
he said. '*I could countenance no action which 
w<Hild even implf censure of Mr. Kraut, unless 
podtive fact* to his disadvantage were distinotlj 
proved. I know nothing but rumors." 

"We know that the resignation of Professor 
Roberts was requested," said Henrietta Morse, a 
flash of courage in her gray eyes. Like Bunyan's 
Mr. Fearing, she troubled nether at h<ms nor 
giants nor hiUs of difficulty, but solely at the phan- 
toms of her own mind- 

" Are we entirely sure," retained her chief, wi& 
reproof in his tone, " that this action was due to 
his economic views? I understand that the com- 
petence (dt Mr. BobertB U gravely called in ques- 
tion." 

Mr. O'Hagam's sardonic face rose before Hilda's 
mind; but at this moment Miss Abbott ushered 
into the room the proposed chairman of the meet- 
ing, a distinguished philanthropiat, who entered 
with a troubled air beneath his customary affability. 

He assumed the chair with a look of slight con- 
straint From long use he had come to regard that 
article of furniture us his natural perquisite ; but 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



LEARNING AND MAMMON 191 

for scone reasoii it seemed a little less comfortably 
padded than usuaL 

" Ladies and gentlemen," — the emotional vibra- 
tion of the orator quivered through his rich voice, 
— "we are t<^ther, I understand, to dieouss, in 
assured privat^i s veiy delicate matter. Let me 
remind ;ou at the outset that seriooB conaequenoes 
might be entailed were any report of our delibera- 
tions to come to the public ear. I would request, 
as a precaution which will, I am sure, appeal to yon, 
that no nanies be mentioned this afternoon, and that 
specific references be, so far as possible, avoided." 
After ft slight pause Dr. Humphries continued with 
evident hesitation : — 

"Moral scruples have, I am told, arisen, — I 
learned the fact, I confess, with surprise and re- 
gret, — concerning the very generous benefactions, 
past and proposed, from which certain institutions 
known to ns all have lai^ely benefited. It is im- 
possible for any Christian man, — it is certainly 
impossible for me" — the inflection delicately in- 
dicated a climax, — "to ignore a moral scruple, 
however struned it may appear. I have there- 
fore consented to the obviously painful duty of pre- 
siding over this meeting. The Christian honor of 
onr churches and collies is their most precious 
possession. Let us guard it sacredly from any 
breath of scandal. I trust our deliberations may 
be informal and frank, as they are private, and I 
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wait witlt interest to know what justification any 
one preaent can offer for the extraordinary ques- 
tion which has, I undentand, been raised, as to the 
righteousness of receiving certain generous gifts." 

There was a brief silence ; then Henrietta Morse 
spoke, in her pure accent, with slight, gentle hesi' 
tation, hut no timidity. " It seems to us rather, 
Dr. Humphries," she said, " that it is for those who 
advocate the acceptance of this money to furnish ua 
with the grounds of their action. We can hardly 
go anywhere — to a dinner in the town, to an afters 
noon call — without hearing the gift in questi(m 
satirically commented on. The money is under sus- 
picion. It is natural for us — especially those of 
ns who are connected with Huntington Institute 
— to desire to be equipped with some defence foi 
the action of the college." 

" I^ucky girl," murmured Philip Mervyn, who 
was sitting in a comer by Janet Frothingham, his 
face a trifle more quizzical than usual. But Dr. 
Humphries was replying uneasily. 

" We live in a very unkind world, it would seem,*' 
he sighed, — " if what you say is true. There is no 
one in America of a more liberal spirit than Mr. — 
ah, than the gentleman in question. I understand 
that he is a most upright man in private life, an ex- 
emplary husband and father " — "So was Charles 
the First," muttered the outspoken clergyman — "I 
know that he has the simplest of habits. I have my- 
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8el£ seen him in winter wearing a pair of woollen 
gloves. He teaches a Sunday-school class himself. 
He is a deeply religious man." 

" It is a touching picture," said the clei^yman 
incisively ; " but the man's private character has 
nothing to do with the question. The thing we axe 
afraid of is that his money was made unrighteously. 
It certainly was if the quarter of what one hears is 
true. If Bo, there 's an old proverb that the receiver 
is as had as the thief." 

" May I aek " — drawled Philip Mervyn, in a 
voice that arrested attention at once, — cool, clear, 
penetrating, — " may I ask what means yon would 
brand aa unrighteous, in modem money-making?" 

" I suppose," retorted the clergyman incautiously, 
*' it would take less time to mention those that were 
righteous." 

The young lawyer nodded slightly : *' If yon look 
into fliis matter, you 'U find it pretty difficult to 
make distinctions. I don't say the methods of a cer- 
tain trust are pretty ; but I have yet to discover 
pretty methods in business. Discrimination is im- 
possible, and idealists " — he flashed a defiant glance 
at Janet Frotfaingham, who flashed instantly back 
— " would better stay among their ideals." 

" I should like to add a word to that," — the 
speaker was the cultured Unitarian minister, Dr. Tal- 
bot. " Chnreh and University are the strongholds of 
idealism in America ; they are our best hope for the 
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future. Their endowment is the most important end 
that can be pursued. What matter if, for the at- 
tainment of this end, a little criticism is incurred? 
What if, in one or two departments, dealing neither 
with philosophy, science, nor lettera, a hampering 
influence is felt for a short time? Donora, — we 
are among friends, I may speak clearly, — donors 
die. Their gifts remain, to strengthen the cause of 
spirituality in unborn generations. It is a trivial 
scruple which would bid us pause." 

" Now there," said Mervyn, " I cannot agree with 
the speaker. If any hampering conditions attach to 
a gift, an institntion forfeits its moral leadership by 
accepting that ^ft. Here is the pre^se line, to my 
mind, that ought to be drawn ; it may not behoove 
us to investigate the origin of money offered, but it 
does behoove ns jealously to guard the condition s at- 
tached to it. If a coll^^ stands for anytiiing, it stands 
for intellectaal freedom. Cleavage between theory 
aiul practice is a blight in the academic world." 

It was a {deasure to Hilda to note a nod d assrait 
from almost every professional person present. 

But Heurietta was not satisfied ; and Hilda, know- 
ing her friend's shrinking, dwelt affectionately (m 
the- sensitive, resolute face, as the young insbructor 
spoke. 

" Ah ! But is n't the difficulty just here ? " said 
she. " Such conditions are often implied rather than 
exf^oit. Who can deny that if the fund from which. 
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let us Bay, the salaries of the faculty are drawn, is 
given bj a certain person, a little constraint, a re- 
luotanoe to scrutinize the acts of that person too 
closely, will creep into the mind ? Courtesy itself, 
if no other cause, makes tl"'« inevitable, it seems to 
me. We are put in a false position." 

" Ah a matter of fact," aaid the incisive clergyman, 
coming to her relief as ehe hesitated ; " to accept a 
gift, as public sentiment now stands, is to endorse 
the giver. We should like to shirk this fact, per- 
haps, but we can't." 

" Exactly," assented Henrietta. *' And so I think, 
in every such case, we are driven back on the first 
question: is the giver amanwe ought to endorse?" 

She paused, but Mervyn kept silence, while 
Janet watched him with covert eagerness, doomed to 
disappointment. Splendid in rectitude whenever a 
moral issue was clearly defined, the mind of the 
young lawyer always refused to entangle itself in 
subtleties, or to run a moral risk. Janet, ever strain- 
ing upward to the r^on where the topmost peaks 
of idealism lost themselves in the heavens, found it 
impossible to i^preciate the full worth of a nature 
contented to move perpetually upon the sober tfaougli 
high table-lands of accredited moralities, below the 
stratum of the clouds. 

" I do not agree with Mr. Mervyn," Henrietta 
presently resumed, " that discrimination is impossi- 
ble. It needs, for instance, no fine legal power in 
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drawing distmctiona to find the mothoda of the trust 
whioh is in all our minds offensive. Competiticai ig 
warfare, bat there is honor in war. That trust has 
violated the rules of the game." 

Mr. Howard Brown's friendly face had for some 
time been growing more and more distressed. As 
he rose now, heavily, and prepared to speak, people 
leaned forward in their chairs. The presence of a 
business man of such wealth and integrity as his 
was felt to add weight to the meeting, and his words 
would be decisive to many present. He spoke with 
off-hand, informal emphasis : — 

" Ladies and gentlemen, may I be allowed to say, 
without giving offence, that this present body seems 
hardly competent to discuss the status of the trust 
in question ? I am glad to give you my personal 
testimony about it. I am no friend to trusts, as 
many of you know, but so far as the charges against 
this special trust are concerned, why, I am obliged 
to say that it is simply the best managed affair in 
the country. Call it immoral ! It 's only successful 1 
It has done more than anything organized in 
America for our commerce. It employs tens of 
thousands of workmen. Its commodities go from 
Siberia to Africa." 

" All this has nothing to do with the morality of 
its methods," interposed the irreconcilable clergy- 
man. 

" Methods I I tell you that trust is a benefao- 
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J 
tion to oar country ; it is one of tKe sorest proofs 
of our national prosperity. Who rails ^^aiost it ? 
The competitors it has beaten, because it was clev- 
erer than they. It 's hard lines to be beaten, I ad- 
mit. But every competitor of Kraut's would have 
done the same thing if he had had the chance. 
Is n't that true, Mr. Mervyn ? " 

" Why, yes." Philip Mervyn spoke with a diade 
of hesitation. " I presume that 'g true. Of course, 
at the banning of their history there were a good 
many shady things ; any number of charges have 
been brought into the courts. But most of them 
have been dismissed as non-proven. It is very hard 
to prove anything against them. They cover up 
their tracks." 

" Do you think they covered them very effectively 
in regard to the freight rates they secured in '79 ? " 
asked Miss Morse. 

" Well," admitted Mr. Mervyn, " that was rather 
an ugly affair." 

" What is the use of talking like that ? " queried 
Mr. Brown. ** Every corporation in the country 
would have done the same. They do it all the time, 
only their operations are not found out because they 
are smaller. The trust waa unlucky." 

" Do you mean " — a gentle voice from the back 
of the room asked the question deferentially — 
*' that they habitually violate the law, and that you 
approve of their doing so ? " 
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A slight fluah mounted to Howard Brown's hon- 
est brow. " I don't mean that I 'd do it myself," 
he stud. *' But aftet al], that is an absitrd law. It 
infringes personal liberty ; it 's bad ; it 'b sure to be 
broken. A man has a right to make any private 
bargain with the railways that he likes, as be has a 
right to employ any labor that be likes. These mod- 
em laws, as yoa call them, are mining the nation. 
You people who don't understand business are not 
easy to talk to," he added half apologetically. 

Dr. Hamphries, the chairman, had been nodding 
rigorous approval during Mr. Brown's rranarks; 
the academic mind, being a little dazed, found for 
the moment nothing to say. 

Philip Mervyn rose to his feet, but at the same 
moment Dr. Humphries's rich voice began, and the 
lawyer remained, half standing. 

" I do not see," the doctor was saying, " that any 
eridence against the character of our generous 
friend or his business methods is forthcoming, 
and — " 

How evidence conld be ofEered if facts, accord- 
ing to the chairman's dictum, were to remain 
unmentioned, Hilda tailed to perceive. So did 
Henrietta Morse, who spoke up with alarming 
directness. 

" May I ask if our cbunnan has read the Con- 
greeeional Reports from the years '69 to '80 ? " she 
queationed. 
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** I am far too busy a man to stady reports," the 
doctor returned with importance ; then catching 
sight of the young lawyer : " Mr. Mervyn has the 
floor." 

" There are juat two evident facts at the bottom 
of OUT talk," said the young man, speaking slowly 
and quietly. " It is commonly suspected that the 
Kraut money was made by illegitimate means ; it 
is also commonly suspected that academic freedom 
is hampered in the institutions which that money 
helps support. These suspicions are the facts in 
view of which this meeting has been summoned. 

*< Xow we are ourselves, as Mr. Howard Brown 
most justly pointed out, a body incompetent to pass 
judgment on the justice of either charge. Two 
lines of possible action seem to me to lie before ue. 

"We might appoint committees to investigate 
the truth of tbese chains, 

** We might decide that an honorable institution 
sbould refuse the money, on the mere ground of the 
bad repute in which it is held, and draw up some 
kind of memorial to that effect. 

*' If I am to express my personal view, I will say 
that to urge that the money be refused, on the 
ground of the suspicions attaching to it, seems to 
me a hopelessly Utopian proceeding. On the other 
hand, it is useless to appoint committees, for we 
are not a body of snf&cient we^ht to secure the ser- 
vices of experts ; and for the matter of that I don't 
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believe that experts would find out the truth. We 
appear to me to be caught in a cul de sac Mr. 
ChumtaD, I more that we adjoom." 

During the first part of this bnsinesa-like speech 
a look of admiration and pleasure had crept over 
Janet's face ; before it ended the lines of bafBed 
distress, growing almost habitual to her forehead, 
ajipeared i^ain. A sense of helplessaesa descended 
upon the audience. Was this to be the end, Hilda 
wondered? The l(^c was good. 

But it was Dr. Humphries who prolonged a sit- 
uation which nevertheless he did not enjoy. The 
impulse to conceal a feeble attitude by graceful 
drapery is irresistible. 

"We are hardly impaled on the horns of the 
dilemma which our friend presents to us, I be- 
lieve," said the doctor cheerily. " I for one am 
deeply impressed by the admirable reply given 
by Mr. Brown to the scandals ag^st a Christian 
gentleman, and I have found what he said most 
satisfactory." 

The professor of economics now spoke for the 
first time. <'I am glad to say," were his words, 
" that I fully agree to this. We have now consid- 
ered this matter, and I am happy to be assured of 
what I was inclined to think from my private in- 
vestigation, that popular rumor here, a& so often, is 
unfounded. We shaU. doubtless be misunderstood 
in accepting this generous gift ; but no Christian 
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institutioD should ahriak from mi9uiiderata,iiding, 
I trust that Miss Morse nia; see this matter as I 
do, and that the department of eoooomics in Hmtt- 
ington Institute maj take a firm and solid position, 
which will be reassuring to the truateea and the 
public." 

Miss Morse shook her head lightly, decidedly ; 
when the same gentle Toioe which had made itself 
heard once before, spoke up from the back- 
gromid. 

" Opinion on this definite case ma; be closed to 
us," said die voice. *' But, just as a matter of curi- 
osity, I should like to ask our chairman tme ques- 
tion : Does he, or does he not, hold that the public 
at large has any responsibility toward the ethical 
sources of wealth ? " 

For once, the eloquence of Dr. Humphries was 
not forthcoming. While he paused and stirred un- 
comfortably, Philip Mervyn spoke up : — 

'* If I may answer that question, I say, no. I 
still think that our duty is confined to the scrutiny 
of conditions, not of origin." 

" Would you accept money offered a church from 
a gambling-hell or a brothel ? " 

*' No I " stammered Mervyn, with an accent of 
di^ust. " No ; one could n't do that." 

" Where would you draw the line ? " pursued the 
voice. 

There was again a pause. Bat it was not in 
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uatnre for the flow of Dr. Hnmphries's eloquence 
long to remain stanohed, and his velret tones were 
soon heard again. He was thinking as he spoke, 
— a rare ooonnenoe, perhaps, — and he nsed his 
words as a spider his thread, spinning them out as 
he felt his way by their help through the void, 
toward a distant conviction, 

'* The sense of ethical responsibility is the glori- 
ooB triumph of civilization," mused the doctor. 
What BO fortifying as an initial platitude? 
" Through its progressive victory — " 

The attention of Hilda drooped; when she re- 
covered it, five minutes later, the doctor was tri- 
umphantly oonduding : — 

" We blind human beings are expressly exonerated 
from harsh judgments on others. I should refuse 
no money, for fear of inflicting injustice, unless 
t^ donor were definitely councted by responsible 
persons — by the courts of law, indeed — of crimi- 
nal practaces." 

" In that case," said the voice, more gently than 
ever, "you will, of course, never be called on to 
refuse any money, since those condemned by law 
are usually in jail, and it is not likely that a sen- 
tenced prisoner will be stirred to enthusiasm for 
education." 

Again things seemed at a dead-lock, and there 
was a stir suggestive of departure, when the door 
opened. A man of fine presence and set face entered. 
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The audience recognized Mr. Walter Hflnderson, 
prominent citizen, treasnxer of nearly every philan* 
tbropy in Brenton, and manner of a great railioad 
into the baigain. 

" Mr. Chairman," said Mr. Henderson, in tones 
of studied formality, " as I had a word to say, 1 
venture to present myseK among you, having learned 
of your meeting accidentally. I presume that -talk 
is turning on the question — entirely irrelevant, by 
the way, to this gathering — of the relation of Hunt- 
ington Institute to the Kraut money. Now what I 
wish to say is this : to claim that society ought to 
investigate the sources of wealth is criminal non< 
sense. We are responsible for the way in which 
we nse money, not for where it comes from ; that is 
none of our business. It is irreligious to say that it 
is OUT business. The Lord makes the wrath of man 
to praise Him. Does n't He cause flowers to grow 
where blood has watered the earth in battle ? It is 
our duty to let any one, no matter who, do the 
Ijord's work in this world. One more word : to 
administer the affurs of Huntington Institute is 
the huainess of the trustees of that institute, not of 
the general puUio. I believe you will all live to be 
ashamed of this meeting. I wish you good-night." 

He was gone, leaving an embarraased audience, 
some angry, some humiliated, some amused. Hilda 
was in the last case. Happening to know that sev- 
eral high-minded men had refused to serve on a 
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certain committee witli Mr. Hendersoti oit account 
of his record in railway transactions, she was not 
surprised at bis speech. 

Dr. Humphries arose, with the evident intention 
of brining the meeting to a close. *' I earnestly 
trust," said he with mellow dignity, " that all pre- 
sent will be satisfied as is my friend at Hnntington 
Institute, to rest on the wise judgment of those who 
are so well qualified to speak. It would be a sad 
thing were the community forced to hesitate in the 
acceptance of these generous gifts, — gifts of which 
we may in confidence say that we hope the end has 
not yet he^i seen. X need not remind you of the 
noble use to which the institution so well represented 
here will put that money. May it continue to be, 
as it has been iu the past, the nurseiy of piety, 
learning, and useful arts ; may it glorify God while 
it serves humanity." 

The president of the neighboring university had 
sat speechless, a dignified wooden statue, through- 
out the evening. At this juncture, a sardonio smile 
was observed to flit across his countenance. As for 
Hilda, she recalled a German picture, in which the 
cross whereon hangs the Crucified is supported by 
a peeling demon. 

Every one was eager to go: A meeting had been 
held, in itself an impressive tact to the Brenton 
mind, and surely, this tribute having been p^d to 
conscience, decorum might now be allowed to resume 
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its pleasant sway. But Henrietta Mmrse was on her 
feet, daunted neither by tKe restiveness of the audi- 
ence nor by the frown of Dr. Humpbriea. In clear, 
gentle tones, sbe bore ber witnesB to the truth she 
saw: — 

"Mr. Chairman, in onr interesting discussion 
we have beeu principall; employed in fencing with 
one another. Before we separate, may we not look at 
the matter from another point of view ? It is obvious 
that, in the most favorable construotion, a college 
runs a certain moral risk in accepting money of 
which the source lies under suspicion. What obliges 
it to take such risk ? Tbe times are critical Our 
colleges ought, as has been so well s^d, to be cita^ 
dels of tbe ideal ; they are coming to be regarded by 
the popular mind aa dependencies of privilege. The 
working classes distrust or ignore them, the public 
at large views their alliance with wealth of dubious 
origin with increasing cynicism. Under these cir- 
cumstuices, absolute proof that the sources of a 
gift are tainted would to my mind be required only 
if the refusal of money is in itself an immoral act. 
That it is so is a position assimied curiously often 
in America, but one wbicb we should all shrink 
from when explicitly stated. Otherwise, 1 consider 
that popular suspicion of a certain degree of gravity 
should in itself constitute snfBcient ground for tbe 
refusal of money. And why ? Because the colleges 
owe it to the democracy to abstain from ail appear- 
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anee of eviL The best impulses of this democracy 
are aroused against the methods by whidi certain 
men are supposed to have gained their wealth. The 
college that accepts the gifts of men who are thus 
at the bar of public opinion takes a fearful respon- 
sibility ; for it suppresses these impulses. So fu as 
that Dollega is honored, it stlences the voice of con- 
Boienee in the nation ; ao f ar as that voice speaks 
<m in spite of it the college is discredited as an un- 
biased witness to truth. I question whether any 
amount of free speech in the classroom can counter- 
act the effect of this practical alliance with the 
plutocratic element. Think, I beg you, not as you 
have been doing, whether you can jnstifj' the atv 
ceptanee of such money to your consciences, but 
whether your consciences force you to accept it- 
Ask yourselves whether the colleges will hold a 
nobler place in our national life and bear more 
unmistakable witness to purity and freedom wit^ 
it, or without it. On the one hand is the offer of 
material e]q)ansion, of new buildings, hi^er salar 
ries, finer plant. On the other hand is an op- 
portunity to win back alienated confidence, and to 
show by open act of self-denial that a college, like a 
man, does not live by bread alone." 

Henrietta's speech probably did her cause more 
harm than good. In any case the oondu^on was 
forE^ne. The trustees of Huntington Institute 
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accepted the gift of Mr. Kraut as a matter of 
course. Hilda's refusal of the proffered position 
vaa accepted without comment. Miss Morse be- 
came from that time a shade more outspoken in 
her radicalism in the class-room, while her chief 
showed a triEe more caution in guarding against 
possible injustice to the cause of capitaL 

Hilda sat in Misa Abbott's room talking it 

" See what I found Mildred Ellis scribbling 
during the meeting," sbe said, and Miss Abbott 
read the lines: — 

"TRUTH AT THE BAK. 

" Weaiy and hopeleaa, ' What is Truth 7 ' he aneeied, — 
I^late, the Roman lord, — 
While Troth Inoamato at hia bar appeared, 
Silent, disowned, abhorred. 

" Vtrfne of the world I Again and jet a^n 
It tana oa to our Iobi, 
While atill befora the JadgmeDt «eat of men 
Qod'a TraUt airuta the CraiB." 

Miss Abbott smiled, well pleased. 

** Few people who meet Mildred casually realize 
the social passion within that evidently disciplined 
nature," was her comment. 

"SheiaTeryradical,really,"saidHildai. "Though 
not in Janet's way ; she said to me after the meet- 
ing ; ' I am in terror lest the collies repeat the 
choice of the Church at the time of the French 
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Revolution, and shut themselves off from the demo- 
cracy. That WH.S an all but fatal mista:ke ; the Chorch 
has not rallied from it yet.' Miss Abbott," the girl 
broke forth after a moment's pause, " I am very 
unhappy. I trusted the college world. I thonght 
it the home of unst^ed and disinterested honor. 
To-day it seems to me riddled with moral evasions." 
MisB Abbott only smiled. " Remember what 
I 've told you," she said. " Don't generalize in a 

"I didn't," returned Hilda. "What I wanted 
to say — and I bit the words back — was that the 
college world seemed to me ready to become the 
slave of greed in the name of learning. Don't you 
think I have kept to my role of Listener pretty well 
through all this aft^ ? " 

This time Miss Abbott laughed. " I congratu- 
late you on yonr self-control, and advise you to keep 
to your role a while longer," she said ; and then, 
suddenly grave : *' What can we expect ? So soon 
as the idea gets embodied in an institution, its free- 
dom is gone. It has given hostages to fortune. All 
institutions accredited by the world — churches, cd- 
leges, charities — are embodied deep in the exist- 
ing order. You can't expect them to turn against it. 
They are conservative by the very terms of their 
existence." 

" What have the great universities been in his- 
tory ? " cried Hilda, protesting. " The homes of the 
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Ideal, the nureeries of the future ! The young pil- 
grimB of truth have there been started on their 
way. Why, I never entered a university without 
thinking of my own C(dlege, and thriUing to those 
words of Dante : ' We too are pilgrims, even as ye 
are.'" 

MisB Abbott sighed a little. "Time was," she 
said, " when the pilgrim of truth travelled with no 
impedimenta to speak of except a pack of abstract 
notions. To-day, he has to carry libraries labora- 
tories, and museums along with him. Doubtless he 
has done well, but we can't expect him to move 
lightly, with the old freedom." 

" What do you think the radical ought to do ? " 
questioned Hilda. " Henrietta is terribly perplexed 
afl to whether she ought to resign." 

"Let her stay," said Miss Abbott decidedly. 
" Speak her mind as vigorously and publicly as she 
can, and stay, — as l(mg as she is wanted. To 
abandon the coll^;e is to abandon the rising gen- 
eration." 
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CHAPTEE XI 

THB WAT OF DISILLD8I0M 

The winter was over, and the wann weathw set in 
early. Lincoln Street was in a whirlpool of noise : 
oaths and quarrels, sudi as bubble furiously in a 
tenement-house district when the social cauldrtm 
is heated, ceaseless traffic, and a^tated speech. 
Bitter talk, generated by the oontinned industrial 
distress, exploded everywlterfl, — in saloons, at street 
comers, in the ranall park near by of a Sunday after- 
noon, in the rooms of Laogley House. 

" Tha place ii f nil of tunmm, 
Sonnd* and wd aii> that giTe ^tna ud toitnrs," 

Janet parodied. Mr. Simpstm's pallid £aoe was 
increasingly in evidence ; Janet's caustic speech 
reflected him more and more ; Mildred Ellis grew 
wan day by day, though her sweet dieerfulnesB 
never faltered. 

Baffled, defeated, Hilda sat brooding. She was 
retracing in spirit the Way of Disillusion ; it is a 
desolate path. 

The insatiable hunger for beauty that had con- 
trolled her youth had been driven into far recesses 
of her nature by the ache of a great cronpassion. 
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But the love of beauty is of the brood of the im- 
mortals, and in the Boul in which it has once 
sojourned it can neyer die. The nerves of pity were 
for the time outwearied; the artist within her 
wakened imperious, and lover of men and lover of 
loveliness faced each other with frank antagonism 
in her mind. The words of her old Florentine 
master rang in her ears : *' Power you have, and in 
our guild yon belong, and if you leave ub you'll 
roe it." 

Yet neither artist nor lover of men knew pre- 
cisely how to Snd seK-expression. 

*' I do not know where to put my life," sighed 
Hilda. 

The mood of pure protest, such as Janet Froth- 
ingham seemed slipping iuto, was alien to her 
essentially positive and creative nature. She was of 
those who act. Her mind groped toward some con- 
structive eEEort. But whither to turn? Without 
despising philanthropy as did her friend, she had 
come to feel in it a palliative which, even when most 
enlightened, conld never develop into cure. From 
the academic world she shrank with an instinctive 
repugnance, doubtless unjustified, since the affair of 
the Kraut money. An American woman has few 
opportunities to agitate effectivdy for political re- 
form, and moreover a Uttle of Janet's distrust had 
influenced Hilda : the labor movement commajided 
her definite allegiance despite its limitations of 
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vision and its incidental sins ; but what Bftve barren 
{^rmpatliy could a delicately nurtured young artist 
give to this great cause? And deeper than any 
practical or personal perplexity lay a profound dis- 
couragement. A cold distrust of democracy, in its 
ideals no less than in its achievement, crept over her 
spirit. Was the inheritance from her mother to 
conquer ? Should she join the reaction after all ? 

A flitting dream had at times visited her of sal- 
vation to be wrought through the Church. This she 
now tried in vain to recall. Her interview with Dr. 
Wilkinson had been one episode only in the long 
process by which it had faded. The girl's intellec- 
tual scruples, like those of thousands, might have 
been dispersed by the sight of an unworldly Chris- 
tianity which threw in its lot with the dispossessed. 
Such a sight, on any general scale, the churches 
did not offer her, — perhaps because her eyes were 
holden. The other day she had tossed to Mildred 
Ellis a sonnet foond among old papers, written dmv 
ing her weeks of exaltation in the Ixiwer Churdi 
at Assisi : — 

OUR LADT POVERTY 

O iterD, spirit-fur, wmidi-like bride ! 
Ab pan the oeatariee, tliy phantom fuee 
W>Ten amid the shadows' deep emhrsoe, 

Or aoftl; gleam* and beokooe, dim deacried 

By the g)t>w of tapers on the altar wida 
Beneath tliee ; in th; featnrei pale ve traee 
That vhieh allures, yet vanu, and the whole plsee 

Is aaored, with thy praieiiae glorified. 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



THE WAY OF DISILLUSION 213 

Chriit wedi diee to St. Pranou ; he dnva near. 

Solemn, elate, to proffer thee hk Tovr, 

A bridcffroom dedicate ; in sorrow thou 

Do(t g;aie be7ond, witb seaTching eyes aDRtere 

That WBtoh not biin bnt as. Ah, rain thy fear I 

Thy spell is told, no lover seeks thae now. 

Mildred's face had glowed as she read with an 
expresaion, not whoUy sad, which Hihla could not 
penetrate; she had seemed on the point of speak- 
ing, then had lapsed into silence. 

Hilda's growing radicalism, her intolerant dis- 
taste for playing any part whatsoever in existing 
social machinery, was embittered by news from 
England. Half onoonsciously, a silent mystic sense 
of spiritual comradeship with Lawrence Ferguson 
had strengthened her days. Now a feeling of deser- 
tion struck cold upon her hidden life. In oommoo 
with many of the ardent young socialists of hia 
group, Fei^uson seemed coming to terms with the 
world. He had even accepted political office in a 
distant colony and was leaving England. *' Law- 
rence haA been reasonable, for once," wrote Doro- 
thy. A horrid memory of Browning's Chiappino in 
" A Soul's Tragedy " wormed its way into Hilda's 
mind as she rec<^;nized in hia reported speeches 
what seemed to her a tone of compromise. Was 
Lawrence to be a five-and-twentieth leader of re- 
volt? Weill She should know in time, for the 
Fergusons were to visit America en route for their 
new home. So wrote DoroUiy, — Dorothy, whose 
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infrequent letters, always a little wistful, at times 
a little fretful, gave Hilda a eliivering fear lest in 
these personal relations also she Iiad furthered 
moral failure and ^iritual wreck. 

*' I do not know where to put my life," Bighed 
HUda. 

Her Christian sentiment, strong and deep as it 
was, deserted her utterly at times, having no basis 
in Christian conviction. A mood of thorough-going 
pj^anism would then possess her, — an intense 
craving for personal wholeness, an aversion to the 
sorrowing and weak. But the p^;anism of the 
modem c^i rarely enjoy unconscious Hellenic 
healthfulnesB ; it is perforce either a pose or an 
agony. 

She put out her hand for a book at her bedside, 
and read with relish these passages from Nietsche, — 
an author reserved for such moments. 

" One rightly sees the salvation and the future 
of humanity in the absolute domination of aristo- 
cratic values. . . .What greater and more fatal error 
than that of the happy, the robuat, the powerful of 
soul and body, who begin to doubt their right to 
happiness ? Away with this topsy-turvy world, — 
away with this shameful weakness of sentiment I 
Let the sick not render the well sick, — that should 
be on earth the highest view-point, and to reach it 
the highest requisite is that the well should be sep- 
arated from the sick, protected from the very sight 
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of them. The right to existence of the well is of 
the highest importance, for they alone are the guar- 
antee of the future, they alone are tesponaihle for 
humanity. But for them to be able to do what they 
alone can, cau we leave them the liberty to act 
as doctors, consolers, saviots of the sick ? No, let 
pure air flow in, — seek good company, — or create 
solitude, if it must be. Thus, my friends, we may 
defend ourselves, at least for a little longer, against 
the two most terrible contagions that menace us, — 
ag^nst profound disgust for man, against profound 
pity for man. . . . 

"My question concerned the value of the in- 
stincts of pity, renunciation, sacrifice. Against these 
instincts arose in me a distrust from day to day 
more profound. In them I saw precisely the great 
snare of htunanity, the supreme temptation and se- 
duction which would lead it, — whither then ? — to 
annihilation ? I saw there the beginning of the end, 
the pause in the march, lassitude which looks back, 
will turning against life, the last illness announcing 
itseK by symptoms of tenderness and melancholy. 
I understood that this ethics of compassion which 
was spreading more and more, which was reaching 
even philosophers and making them ill, was the 
most disquieting symptom of our disquieting civili- 
zation, — a return toward a new Buddhism. Amoi^ 
philosophers, this principle, this exaggerated and 
wholly modem estimate of pity, is indeed new. 
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Uiitil DOW it was precisely on the negative valoe of 
pity that philoBOphers had agreed. Let it suf&oe 
me to name Plato, Spinoza, La Kochefouoaulii, and 
Kant, — four spirits as different as possible from 
one another, but agreed on one point, — the con- 
tempt of pity." 

" If pity were really cruelty in disguise ? " mused 
Hilda, laying down the stinging book. 

She fell asleep, her mind filled with bitter 
thoughts, and dreamed a bitter dream. 

She was in a place of shadows. Around her 
swept circular darkness, broken here and there 
where the gloom was thinnest by black bounding 
walls of jag^d rook. She thought herself alone, 
when a low laugh, known to her instantly as the 
laugh of a devil, bn^ on the thickened air ; and 
as slowly her sight unsealed, she divined devils all 
around her, prisoned for the most part in the &st- 
nesses of the rooks. Close to her, in particular, be- 
hind a grating in the cliff, a mighty demon kxMned. 
His eyes glared red, his lips cnrled back, his hot 
breath soorobed her cheek ; a sense of flames was 
in the ur, although no flames were seen. 

She turned and fled downward,-^ for the place 
was like a desoending amphitheatre below her. In 
the shadows at the foot of this amphititeatre, or 
pit, there seemed a level space, and on this space, 
very small and far, the darkness sur^ng arannd it, 
or as almost seemed, from it, arose a cross. 
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Painfully stumlilitig, she made her way down, to 
the sound of demon laughter, and sank at the 
wounded feet of the crucified. " Is Christ in 
hell ? " she thought, and sought to kiss the feet, to 
bathe them with fast-flowiog tears, to dry them 
with her hair. A hush had fallen around; the 
shadows watched and hearkened. 

And as she knelt, clinging, sobbing, secure, 
though tremulooB, the figure on the cross released 
an arm, bent over her, and dealt her a blow that 
seemed to pierce between her soul and her body. 
Stung, dazed, aghast, she gazed upward ; the thom- 
orowned face of a devil leered with fierce malignity 
into her eyes. Far above, faint and hideous, she 
heard the laugh of the great demon of the rocks. 
It was caught, reechoed, from a thousand throats. 
HeU lived with mirth ; and ^;ony tingling through 
every nerve, HUda awoke to the horror of the night. 

After dismayed hours, she slept again, and 
dreamed at dawn. Only a face, this time, — two 
faces. She had seen them, but where she could not 
teU. They bent over her, illiunined, glorified with a 
great compassion. She waked, broken and very 
sad, but in a gentle mood. Deep stillness fell upon 
her ; the tears all day long kept rising to her eyes 
unbidden. 
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THE CON80LEB8 

The thrill of the new year penetrated even to Lin- 
coln Street. Warm weather set free, indeed, innti- 
merable smells, redolent of ancient filth, inanimate 
and human, and of recent cookery : but through 
them all stole the pathetic breath of the awakening 
earth. A good salt fragr^ice came at times from 
the masses of heaving sea-water not isr away ; one 
queried whether or no a hint of violets had brushed 
one's cheek, amid the prevalent odors of cabbage. 

It seemed to Hilda that she had been for years in 
this district. She had been used all her life to d^m 
a8 a natural right the refreshment of occasional 
change. Wkile she trod impati^itly the grimy pave- 
ments, a flutter as of wings stirred in her feet. 
Visions of the Italian Alps, whither Howard Brown 
had taken his daughters to spend the summer with 
Mrs. Lathrop, danced through her mind as she 
gazed into the throbbing blue, which not even city 
smoke could obscure. But the working population 
trudged stolidly to its labor in the morning, and 
trudged home from its labor at night, not appearing 
to notice the sky. 
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Hilda appreciated, however, for the first time, tanco 
her life had piessed near to that of the workers, 
the advantage of national holidays. These she had 
been accustonied, with her own class, to regard as 
tiresome occasions, when one stayed at home for fear 
of encountering unpleasant crowds, or, if one could, 
fied the eity in advance. She recognized now how 
precious were these rare breathing spaces, in whi<^ 
the blessed sunshine hours, coming, going, of one 
whole fair day were g^ven to those who for the most 
part emerged into freedom only as darkness fell. 

On such a day, in mid-June, she found heiv 
self spinning out of town on the trolley cars with 
three friends of hers, — yoimg working-women, to 
whom she had given herself with that e^er aban- 
donment in friendship which had made her dear to 
her college comrades. As Hilda's life in Lincoln 
Street proceeded, she had learned that true friend- 
ship was as rare a gift of the gods there as elsewhere, 
though no rarer : but when it came, it had a pecul- 
iar charm. The dearest to her among these women, 
Katie Donovan, the slender Irish girl, had attached 
herself to Hilda with swift young passion, and Hilda 
found unfailing joy in sharing with her uuspoiled 
imagination the delights of her own life, in poetry 
and art. Katie was, paradoxically, known as the 
smartest girl in the laundry where she worked. 
Mag^e Murphy, another Celt, was an older woman. 
Heavy-faced, patient, deeply religious, she supported 
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a helpless drunkea old fattier on ber meagre wage 
of seven dollars a week as a garment worker. Com- 
plaint was unknown to her, though a wasting dis- 
ease had her in its grip, but the shado^ra in the thick 
dkeeke grew weekly more pronounced. The third 
girl, Sonia Lifsohitz, was slightly known to the 
others. A fiery young Busaian of Hehrew origin, 
small, sallow, she had but recently reached Ameri- 
can shores, and her cl<^^ speech oould not yet 
make clear her thought, — but Hilda had gatherod 
dim hints of familiarity with socialist pn^iaganda 
in Bussia and elsewhere, of intellectual ambition 
and social idealism, that made her covet a closer ac- 
quuntanoe. Sonia had found employment, queerly 
incongruous with the fervent passion that consumed 
her, in a candy factoiy. 

Hilda had spent serious hours discussing with 
the three in what direction ten cents spent on trolley 
car &res would bring them most quickly to the 
earthly paradise of green grass and country air. 
Catching the earnestness of her companions, she 
was quite as intent on the question as ever she had 
been in deciding between a spring in Sicily and the 
Pyrenees. They had sacoeeded in finding the direct 
route to £den, if one m^ht judge from the bright 
faces on the front seat of the trolley, this hot June 
morning, as the car swayed and shrieked and bamped 
along, tight-packed, in democratic fashion, with its 
throng of good-humored pleasure-seekers. 
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" What 's this hig Btreet, Miss Lathrop ? My, 
Bee them handsoiDe houseB ! " excUimed Maggie, 
as the car rushed past the hroad, upper end of 
Webster Avenue, the chief thoroughfare of this 
part of the city. 

" Why, Ma^e, don't you know Webster Ave- 
nue ? " asked Hilda. 

M^lgie drew a long breath : " Well, I never 
thought to see it ! " she answered. " I 've heard tell 
of it. A friend of mine, she used to help in the 
spring-cleaning in a bouse here." 

" I thought you were a Brentun girl," said Hilda. 

" So I am, sure," said Ma^e contentedly. " I 
vas bom and growed up here. But, bless you, why 
should I ever come this way ? " 

Hilda breathed deep. She realized that "the 
avenue " had acquired a new significance even to 
herself. Since she had moved familiarly in her 
new region it was no longer this handsome, shaded 
street, but a broad, squalid thoroughfare thronged 
with babies, lined with cheap shops below cheap 
tenements. She siud little more, and presently the 
long bridge was crossed over the river, and the green 
arching streets of the suburbs received them. 

It was not what one could call a secluded Para- 
dise ; it was a little faded, betrampled, and tired, 
Hilda thought, when they had arrived at their des- 
tination. The boulevard by which they had come 
was out of sight, indeed, hidden beneath a little 
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bill, but the wluir-rr and bump of the cars, against 
which Hilda cherished a peculiar aoimosity, vas 
ceaselessly audible. Many other groups of pleasure- 
seekers were about, leaving their trail of banana- 
skins and eggshells. Tlie grass — albeit there was 
plenty of it, lush and tall — seemed breathed on by 
the coarse breath of the city. Still, there was abun- 
dance of Bowers, to the girls' delight, — a rank 
growth of daisies, slightly dusty and fatigued, and 
battercapB galore. The little pond — Hilda tried 
to forget that the city water was drawn from it — 
reflected the exquisite s^ as well as if it had not 
been held in symmetrical scallops by an embank- 
ment. 

The girls sat under the delicate fohage of a young 
oak-tree that had hardly lost the ecstatic pink flush 
and flu£E of its babyhood, looked toward the distant 
cit?) glowing rose-red under its gray smoke-haze, 
and drew long breaths. 

" Don't it smell good?" said Maggie. "Just's 
if some one had put cologne on the ground." 

" Listen to the wind in the tree," murmured 
Katie, gazing into the plumage of the oak, with 
mystic eyes. " It 's like that you read as from 
Dant, Miss Lathrop, — that little wood he got into 
after he reached the top of that mountain. I 've 
been meanin' to tell you " — here the eyes sou^t 
Hilda's face with a glance of shy adoration ; " I 
dre^ned one night I was in that wood, and you and 
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Dant come lumd in hand to meet me. Yon were 
that lady you told us about, — wliat was her name ? 
I thought it was real nice I dreamed that way t^ 
you an' your favorite poet together." 

"Ain't it good an' cool?" broke in the more 
practical Mag^e. " My, how hot I was yesteiv 
day! " 

"It was n't so very hot a day," said Hilda, won- 
dering. 

" Xo ; but it *B always hot summers ap where I 
work. The room 's right under the roof. An' we 
was workin' on thick winter overcoats. They're 
awful heavy an' bard to handle when it comes 
August. They all have to be made in sununer, 
you know ; winters we works on muslins." 

The ^I's slow speech broke into a little hacking 
oough. 

"It's hot in the laundry, too,"«aid Katie ab- 
sently; "so steamy I Did you know I could do more 
a day than any of the other girls. Miss Lathrop ? 
I can iron two thousand linen colliu^ a day. When 
it gets awful stuf^ and steamy, I say those verses 
you taught me, about that girl named Luoy : — 

" ' A Tiolet by a. ino8»y stone, , 

Half liiddeu from the e;e, 
Fair a« & star, vhfln only ono 

I love them words," A little smile of pure de- 
light was on Katie's lips. " They make me feel lota 
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cooler. The otiier girls laugh at me becaose I keep 
sayiBg them all the time, and I 're got 'em to a little 
tnne. Bat some of the girls is learning them, and 
they all aay the^ make the time pass good." 

*' I Tonder if it was n't worth while coming to live 
in Lincoln Street, just to introdooe Wordsworth 
into a steam lanndtj in summer," mused Hilda, en- 
tertained and touched. 

" Oh, Miss Lathrop, tell us a storj. TeU us about 
some of the very nicest places you can think of," said 
M^^e, curling up on the grass contentedly. 

" Very well," said Hilda. " Let 'e make it a game. 
Each of us is to tell in turn the prettiest place she 
knows. I '11 begin. Mine is a green meadow, held 
like a cup high on the side of a great mountain. 
It *s still there, so still, yon can't think ! The slopes 
above sweep up into snowy peaks, that shine like — 
like — like that tin roof we saw as we came out on 
the trolley. The grass is n't like this, it is close and 
sweet and thick, snow patches lie on it, and a tiny 
flower pierces the snow with a shivering, fringed 
amethyst bell, — its name is Soldanella. But in the 
green grass are masses of lovely blue, like the sli^ 
over there where it meets the earth, — they 're for- 
get-me-nots ; and others of deeper blue, like the sky 
straight overhead, — they 're gentians ; and others 
of rose-pink. And the air, — oh, it you girls could 
breathe it I When I Ve been awake before dawn 
lately, while it still was cool, I 've tried to believe 
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that I breathed the spiee and fragrance of that 
Alpine air. Bat I didn't.. Perhaps I shall never 
breathe it again. Yes, I shall, though." 

Hilda's voice trailed off into silence, sai began 
in a low semi-chant, singing more to herself than to 
her friends, the words in which her feeUtigs during 
those dawn hours had been woven : — 

" Whan I luT« pHMd mine hour of Fw, 
And deotli • aloud behind me Uu, 
lis hearenly mmga I vonld not heu, 
Nor gaj» at onse on Paiadiw : 

Lord I Grant that nlenoe bl«*t 

My apirit may enfold, 

And dukneu ; let me reet 

Still, doling dme untold. 

Nor dieuni mideat that lUep, 

Nor memory the deep 

Sv«et aluKloini atah with pain, 

Bat luJy quiet refgn. 

" Then when lefreohed I wake at lait, 
The work of dark and aileuM don*, 
Hj peaoef nl eool, do mon aghact, 
Beady to qnit oblivion. 

Before mine ejee andow 

On heaven's eolaatial tom, 

Or aomid mine ean ■hall gmiA 

Of Thine approaching feet, 

Hay aira aionnd me mluiatei, 

Whiaperinf- a myitory of hop*, 

Sneh ai of old «er« wont to atit 

On aome uplifted Alpine ahipe : 
Winds afar from diMant snow, 
Over flowering fistds that blow. 
Purer tJuin earth's parity, 
Shall carass me silently ; 
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Thii ur of I^iadise, 

Hakjng me Tery viae. 

Sealing my tired eyea, 

Shiill thioagh m; mnaaa iteal. 

Potent all voea Co heal, — 
AbaolTuig from tlie pao^ of earth, ^ 
Aminng me of hoaTenlj birth." 

The musical tmdertones had died away ahaost 
into a whisper. Hilda had forgotten the girls, who 
listened spell-bonnd, — for hers was a voice which 
conld transport its hearers to very far away. After 
a little pause, Katie, whose head was resting on her 
knee, looked ap and touched her cheek. 

" I '11 have to come and look at you, dear, as you 
lie there in the fields of Paradise," she said wistfully. 
" I '11 come BofUy ; I won't say a word ; 1 11 just lean 
over and look. But I could n't never stay away." 

Hilda stroked the ^I's hair, remorsefully, ten- 
derly. 

" I shall like it aJl the better if you are there, 
Katie," she said. " You shall steal your hand into 
mine, and we 11 rest together : so still ! Girls, we 're 
forgetting the game. What is the most beautiful 
place you ever were in, Maggie ? " 

Ma^^e's patient face turned slowly, with a look 
of ineffable content, to the glare of the little pond. 

"Oh, this," she answered, with a happy sigh; 
" seems like God was so near here, just like it does 
in church." 

"I haf seen beantiful things enough." The 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



THE CONSOLERS 227 

Busfflau girl Bpoke for the first time, in careful, 
thick, biokeD GDglish. Her intonation was BcomfuL 
"But I do not care for them. I care for f-r-reedom. 
In my own country I haf seen great steppes, wid 
the sky so near, and so far, and the white trees they 
shine, and mountains, high moontains, I haf seen, 
and the wide ooe-an. But I am seek, so seek, when 
we come over, I do nearly die. And one day I am 
better, I c-r-rawl on deck, and the deck it is dirty, 
but there are leetle rainbows in the waves that dance, 
and ober there I see the shore, and p-r-resently we 
are in the harbor, and there stands a g-r-reat statue, 
a golden woman, very big, and th^ tell me she is 
Leeberfy. Ah, and we say. We come to her country, 
she receive us, our t-r-on-bles are over. That is the 
most beautifuUest thing I efer see, — the leetle 
rainbows in the waves, and then the C^lden Lady." 

*' I 'm afraid she has proved only a stepmother 
to you, Sonia," Mghed Hilda, remembering the 
quarters in which Mr. Lif schitz. Soma's father, had 
packed away his offspring. " I wonder, would n't 
you like to go back to your own land ? No, I don't 
mean Russia," she added hastily, as a look of hor- 
ror swept over the swarthy features. " I mean the 
true native land of you Hebrews, — Palestine." 

Sonia shook her head decidedly. " No, no," she 
said. " The man at that meeting use fine words, 
but it is no true, no good. The true Zion of the 
Hebrew, it is America." 
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" My beaatifnl places," it was Katie, speaking 
dreamily, "are all in me mind. My mother, she 
talks to me of Ireland, of the green hills of St. 
Columbkill she talks, and of the rings of the Good 
People. I 've never seen them, but I see them in me 
mind, and many other things. When I walk down 
Durham Street every morning to the laundry, I pre- 
tend the toain-yards are hedge-rows, with the may 
on them, like she tells, and the sounds of the carts 
is brooks a-running, and the cais is wind in the 
trees, and I have a real pleasant walk." 

Hilda kissed the girl's forehead lightly. 

" That 's the best way to see beaaty, after all, 
Eatie. You know, girls," ber face brightened, 
**we can't aU visit the wonderful places on thig 
round world we call the earth, but there 's another 
round world that every one of us has to ourselves. 
Do you know what it is ? " She tapped her fore- 
head, laughing. 

"You don't mean — our heads?" said Ka^ 
docile but puzzled. 

" Yes, I do. Our heads are worlds. And we can 
fill them with just what scenery we please." An 
innocent, didactic mood took possession of Hilda, — 
if didacticism can ever be innocent. " We can put 
high mountains and green fields and shining rivers 
into them if we choose, or cheap theatres and ngly 
streets. All the noble people we meet in books will 
walk straight out of the books and live in our minds. 
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if we ask them to. And beautiful thougbtB wUl float 
like angels in our mind-sky. And do you know," 
ahe spoke mysteriously, " every one of these mind- 
worlds is far bigger tban tbe eartb we walk on. 
We can add new oontinents to it all tbe time, and 
still tbere will be room. ' AH things exist,' a great 
poet said, ' in the human imagination.' Girls, tbe 
only important thing is to bare that inner world 
full of beauty. I 've met people in tbe most won- 
derful parts of tbe earth, and any one oould see 
that their minds were stupid, ugly places. What 
good do you suppose it did them to have their bodies 
walk through delights ? They did n't have half so 
nice a time as Katie when she walks down Durham 
Street, Oh, girls, every time you meet a great 
thought or a noble person or a lovely view, in a 
book OP anywhere else, just open your mind and 
say, ' Live there I ' " 

Hilda paused, aglow with her own eloquence ; 
it entertained her to present transcendentalism 
made easy. But she was a little disappointed at the 
effect on her auditors, who looked more perplexed 
than edited. 

Suddeoly a faototy whistle, near at hand, unable, 
seemingly, to stand the holiday any longer, blew, 
sharp, vicious, interminable, for a short eternity, its 
hideous protest against civilization. Like the escap- 
ing agony of the souls pent within those dreary 
walls, it sounded to Hilda. 
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When voices were audible once more, Mag^e 
spolce slowly. 

" That 'b real pretty, what you say,*' said the girl 
sadly. " But I don't never see much that 's nice to 
put into my mind at home, or up in the shop. 
And" — she spoke low, with a look of shame — 
" I can't read very good. I can't meet them people 
in books, that way you told." 

Gentle Katie, too, was looking wistful ; indeed 
Hilda caught a most unusual expression of protest 
on her face. 

" I like to see nice things in me mind," she sighed, 
a little bitterly. " But I do wish I could see them 
with me ^es, too. It 'a fourteen years I *ve been 
working, and never a week's holiday have I had to 
get into the country, never one. As I come along 
this morning, and saw all' the lovely houses, and 
those big trees, just blowing and talking, and the 
grass and aU, I felt so queer, I can't tell you. I 
tried to be glad other people had all that; — I am 
glad," she spoke with pathetic effort; "yes, I'm 
glad. But why can't we have it, too? It 's all wrong, 
something 's all wrong, something 's wicked. Miss 
Lathrop." 

" Why, Katie I " B&iA Hilda weakly. She had 
no idea that the dreamy girl was capable of such an 
outburst. Her graceful moralizmg seemed insulting, 
in retrospect. 

Katie's thin cheeks were burning and her gray 
eyes aflame. 
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" It is n't for myself I 'm thinkiiig," she declared. 
*' Don't you think it 's for myself. It 's for all the 
rest of ns, all them little childrec, round where I 
live ; would n't they like grass like this to play in? 
Would n't they like sweet air to breathe ? And the 
girls, 't is n't that they can't have fine clothes aud 
lote of fun that I mind ; some of them wants that, 
most of *em ; but I know these are n't the things 
worth caring about. But it 's the chance to know all 
these beautiful things you tell us, the chance to read 
great books, to see pictures, to see things would 
put the look into their eyes you 've got in yours. 
Why don't they have the chance ? What have they 
done that they can't have it ? Tell me that I It is n't 
ri^t, 't is n't right. Miss Lathrop, and you can't 
make it right ! " 

"I — I don't want to make it right," stammered 
Hilda. She was smitten to the heart by this revela- 
tion of a blindfold sense of wrong, outrage, and de- 
spair. 

" 'T is n't easy " — it was M^^e speaking, in 
her soft, slow, heavy voice — " it is n't easy to care 
much about beauty and all, when you 're hungry." 

" Were you ever hungry, M^gie ? Were yon, 
Sonia ? " asked Hilda. 

Souia laughed, — a bitter, sudden langh, — and 
said nothing. 

" Bless you, yes," Maggie spoke cheerfully, with 
an air of protecting affection. " I 've gone to work 
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this last winter when I oould n't stumble hardly 
along the streets. It 's the Bhame of it is the worst," 
.Maggie went on imperBonally. " One day, in Jan- 
nary, I had n't had no work bat two or three days 
in the week for three months, an' I had n't had 
no breakfast, nor no supper the night before, an' 
jiut a oup of tea an' some bread for dinner, — they 
aent for me to the shop, an' I went, an' sat arsew- 
ing, an' things went round queer-like, an' my Coonn 
Delia, she was working to the same place, she leaned 
over an' poked her elbow into me, an' ' Maggie,' 
sbe says, ' Maggie I Stop lookin' so I Everybody 11 
know what 'b the matter with you I ' I was that 
ashamed, 1 set Btraigbt up an' went right on. I 
got my money that night ; but I was so dizzy go- 
ing home, I feared they might think 1 was drunk. 
My supper didu't taste as good as I thought it 
would, though," ended Maggie, in a tone of disf^ 
pointmeut. 

" You need not pay the rent," announced Sonia 
with an ur of discovery ; " at least, not for a long 
time. And clothes you can go without always. And 
yon can live and be very cold. But you cannot 
get over the habit of eating. That ia great misfor^ 
tune." 

The life ot these three girls rose before Hilda as 
she listeued, and she saw, not these only, but the 
many others, senntive, eager, wistful, — capable of 
joya as fine, of desires as Bharp, as any daughters of 
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privilege. Her heart ached as if she herself had felt 
the gnawing pain of that faintnesa of body, the more 
gnawing pain of the hunger of spirit. An impulse 
largely intellectual had sent her to live among the 
poor : now, she met at close range the probleois of 
poverty, and bad as they had seemed when stated 
in the mass, they choked her as she felt their pres- 
sure on three individuals she loved. 

She was exhausted, moreover, by mere contact 
with these things ; by breathUss nights throbbing 
with paipful sounds, by the squalor of her suirouad- 
ings, by the confinement of the city. The dusty ver- 
dure of the trampled park, that seemed so exquisite 
to her companions, brought her no refreshment. As 
she listened to the desultory talk of these disinher- 
ited, so unoonscioua of their own pathos, the yeam- 
ii^ depths of her spirit moved toward them with an 
onspeakaUe compassion. 

Her breath caught in her throat ; she rose abruptly 
and walked away to the edge of the water. The 
sobs would not be coutrolled. 

Her friends gazed after her, a little bewildered. 
She kxAed very girlish as she stood there, with her 
air of delicate distiootion at once accented and soft- 
ened by her a^tation. Despite Hilda's aweet com- 
radeship, despite her simplicity of dress and man- 
ner, she had, quite unconsciously to herself, seetued 
to these working-girls a creature set somewhat apart 
from them, by virtue of her subtle masteiy of the 
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arts of living, Her breakdown ia control seemed 
suddenly to Bweep away a barrier, to give her to 
tbem wholly and forever. 

An instant's pause, and Katie sprang to her side. 

" Dear heart ! " ahe exclaimed, as a big tear rolled 
down Hilda's cheek ; " it 's all wore out yoa are. 
You 'd ought to have a good rest." 

Hilda leaned her bead for a minute on the shoulder 
of the younger girl, then flung herself down full 
length on the grass among the diusies ; in a moment 
she looked up defiantly, with cheeks aflame. 

" Why should n't I cry ? " she exclaimed. "What 
else can I do, — when you girls talk abont bang 
hungry, — and I know it's true, and your hearts 
and your minds are hungry as well as your bodies ? 
Why shonld n't I cry, — as much as if you were my 
ovm little sisters ? " 

Katie and Maggie looked puzzled. But in the 
dark and battered face of Sonia a light of rapture 
dawned. 

" You weep, — for us I " she ezchumed, with her 
enrious accrait. 

*' You see, dear," Ma^e was explaining, a 
motherly look in her heavy face, " we 're used to it. 
It ain't worth your ctying about. It 's too hard for 
you to hear such things. I ought never to have said 
'em. And you know to be hungry don't take you 
away from God ; sometimes I think it brings you 
nearer." 
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" And think how much yon 're doing to help it," 
said Katie ; " you and the other ladies. Not the 
hunger of the body, — that yon can 't help, I knOT, 
— but the other worse kind. Now you 've come, 
we Ve not got no call to feel that any more. All the 
ffxla that come to the Houee, you 'd ought to know 
how different it is with them. Why, they used to 
talk all the time of sillincBs," — Katie tossed her 
head, — " and now it 's all books and pictures an' 
poetry. Annie Cronan, she 's going to be married 
soon, saA she said to me, * Ain't it Incky I did n't 
get engaged before I knew the Langley House? 
I 'd have got me a set of plush furniture sure, an' 
now I 'm going to have a wood floor and a rug, and 
wicker furniture stained green, and those plaster 
angels on my walls.'" 

Hie tears were no longer in Hilda's eyes, but they 
welled up hotter than ever in her heart, even while 
byBterioal laughter seized her. It touched her inex- 
pressibly to be consoled thus sweetly by these pal- 
lid victims of the society that had nourished her 
own life with beauty and joy. 

But Soma's dark, keen gaze was fixed on Hilda's 
tremulous eyelids, and the flushed, cleiu--cut face. 

"You weep — for us I" she repeated slowly. 
" Then the day of freedom is near." 

Hilda shook her head : " I am only a girl, Soiiia. 
There is nothing I can do," she sighed. 

But the other went on, stumbling, exalted, un- 
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able wholfy to oonuannicate her ideas, bat imparting 
ber full emotJon. 

<' It IB like my Russia. Tbere too, — yes, — tbe 
nobles, — they that live delicately, — the rich, — 
they join the peasant, the vorkers. For freedom they 
fight, they die. From the universities, from the 
court, they come, they teach us, they are exiled, all 
things they suffer, all. It is high, it is noble. But 
it is there no good. Tbere is too much ozar, too much 
government. You kill one ozar, another comes. The 
government, it ees too big, no one oan stop it. But 
here,— it ees tbe people that ees tbe government, 
— not so ? You, then, tbe people, if you awake, if 
you see the poor what they are, what they need, — 
then freedom shall be. We are too eegnorant, we 
poor, we cannot say, we cannot tell nossing, we oan 
not alone make freedom. We are not the st-rong. 
Dot the wise. The st-rong, they do not know, not 
see. But you come, you see, you weep. The leetle 
shildren, you find tbem in dirt and hunger. You 
find the workers that sorrow ; you see, you weep. 
Zen you go back, and you tell. Life, leeberty, ze 
pursuit of happiness : — no, there are zonsands ha£ 
it not I Our coiutry, she desire the freedom of the 
poor, she haf not reach it. You tell the st-rong these 
things, they believe yon, they be sorry, they make 
the laws new, to be as you desire, as America, she 
truly do desire in her heart. F-r-eedom, she shall 
come, you shall bring her." 
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Sonia'a little sallow person seemed ablaze with 
glory i her ejes were on the face of Hilda, — a face 
veiy white and sad. 

Hilda shook her head. 

*' I can do nothing, — nothing," she said. 

"If you can do nossing else," replied Sonia, 
calmly and unexpectedly, "you can gif yonr life. 
You can be, — how do you say? You can be one 
mwtyr. That, too, is good." 

The girls wandered off after this, and Hilda sat 
on the rank grass, thinking, brooding. 

Martyrdom ! Yes, if one but saw how I Easy 
enough in Kussia, where one oouU fling one's self in 
anguished, heroic protest against definite tyranny. 
But here, in America, the evils of civilization ap- 
peared to her wholly elusive. She saw in them for 
the moment only the slow, diffused, inevitable pro- 
oese of corruption in a great Idea : again the fatalism 
of democracy overwhelmed her spirit. To quicken 
new hungers as she had done with Katie, — was it 
not to bring curse instead of blessing ? To agitate 
as Sonia would have her, — was it not to play a 
futile r&le ? 

And yet, the day, as she looked back upon it, 
brought a strange tranquillity to her spirit. Jog^ng 
homeward in the crowded trolleys through the close 
evening air, while the bunches of coarse flowers 
drooped withering from her friendfi' fingers, a deep 
peace came to her. The horrors which had found 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



238 A. LISTENER IN BABEL 

their climax in the dream engendered by reading 
Nietsche melted away, not by intellectual refutation, 
bnt by a better process, — by the irresistible ten- 
derness which bound her closely and gratefully to 
the weary lives at her side. Our spiritual revivals, 
fortonately perhf^w, do not follow the lines of logic 
However irrationally, Hilda this evening felt her dry 
faith in democracy renewed by the treasure of f ellow- 
ship with the hamble. The reality which she had 
sought in vtun throughout her girlhood was hers at 
last ; she felt herself visited by a new revelation of 
love. 

Suddenly, as will sometimes happen, a light of 
memory broke on her mind. The two faces of Con- 
solation which she had seen bending over her 
troubled sleep, comforting her after the terrors of 
the dream of hate by a love made visible, had been 
no fantasy of the night, but the transfigured faces 
of Katie Donovan and Maggie Murphy. 
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SEEN FBOM ABOVE 

" Hilda, I want yon to come away with me j will 
yon?" 

The speaker was Mildred Ellie. She had found 
Hilda sitting dispirited by her open window, gazing 
at the back tenements, which exhaled the sickening 
July heat from their blank surfaces. 

" No, thank you, Mildred," answered Hilda in a 
toneless voice, continuing to stare at the dark open- 
ings into wretched interiors afforded by the op- 
posite windows, and at the one spindling tree — 
" Genus Backyardius," she had long ago nick- 
named it — in the square brick yard. 

Mildred placed her hands gently on her friend's 
shoulders. 

" But you will," she said, in a voice that, though 
low aa Hilda's, thrilled as some voices will with 
buoyant undertones, — sweet echoes, as it seemed, 
of some distant melody. It was this quality in Mil- 
dred's voice, even more than the underlook of joy, 
which in times of greatest stress never faded from 
her face, that made her move among the ceaseless 
sorrows of Lincoln Street as an unfa ilin g con- 
soler. 
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And Hilda went ; obstacleB having been mysteri- 
OQsly smoothed away. 

"Mildred," she said, resigned to the delightful 
sense of progress without effort, as the train sped 
through reaches of green country in the morning 
light, " I 'm sorry to be so stupid, but I can't seem 
to talk. Do you mind ? " 

Mildred nwde no answer ; she only touched her 
friend's band with her finger-tips, very lightly, as a 
Dhild touches something precious. 

Later in the day Hilda roused herself. The trun 
was rushing among abrupt wooded IuUb, and a 
brook, brown as Mildred'.s eyes and with kindred 
lights ^leam in it, danced merrily from its co<d 
home of moBBes beside the track. 

" Where are we going ? " she asked for the first 
time. " Is it far away ? " 

Mildred ftashed a smile at the landscape. " No ; 
not far away ; only far within," she answered. 

It was after sunset and the lights were mystical 
when they reached their destination, a gray stone 
building, high among marmurous woods, overlook- 
ing wide-rippling water. As they drove up, a sound 
of singing was wafted out to them, — singing that, 
like the tones in Mildred's voice, seemed to come 
from times remote and depths mifathomed, a pil* 
grim strain, as of wayfarers in centuries long past, 
greeting a vision sdll in our day long future. Within 
the building all was bare and cool, but fragrant 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



SEES FROM ABOVE 241 

-witli the breath of unseen lilies. Sitting I7 the 
window in her small, fresh room, Hilda saw no 
longer sordid tenements through reeking heat ; her 
eyes wandered downward, past softly toBsing beech- 
tree summits, to a twilight meadow, blossom-starred, 
that led to far reaches of silvery water, beyond whose 
pure expanse surging crests of mountain rose spirit- 
like, till " earth had attuned to heaven : there was 
no more near nor far." 

She had already seen, moving about the halls, 
silent figures, each, like Mildred, wearing an ebony 
cross by her side. She glanced curiously round at 
supper, — a brief, simple meal, where talk was cheer- 
ful bat subdued, and introductions few. Several of 
the thir^-odd people present she reoc^nized. One 
or two she had seen threading the poverty-stricken 
districts of her home«ci(y ; die remembered that she 
had been struck always by the high look of gladness 
in their eyes. Other faces were known to the pub- 
lic at large ; one, that of a woman novelist, whose 
books, penetrating with stem passion the human 
tragedy that modem industrial conditions engender, 
bad thrilled the community to a shocked protest ; 
another face, strong, plain, and kind, instantly sug- 
gested a camp among wounded soldiers, and large 
adventures of relief ; another, fair and wistful, be- 
longed to a society leader, who amazed society now 
and again, but was placed too high to alienate it. 
One or two working-women, friends of Mildred's, 
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HUdft saw there also, their weary faces settled into 
lines of deep content, alight with joy as Mildred's 
smiling eyes met theirs. But most of tlie company 
were strangers. 

" You are to go and come as you please, dear 
Hilda," SMd Mildred that evening ; " there are hare- 
bells in the woods, and lilies, and yon will find 
books downstairs. After this evening, there will be 
no talking. We shall be here a week. The chapel 
is alwajB open," she added, " and the bell rings for 
the offices. But you must only come just when you 
wish." 

Hilda did wish that evening, and knelt with the 
others in the high-arched chapel, while the wonder- 
ful singing rose and fell, and the lilies, among soft 
lights on the altar, swayed a little in the breezes 
from the starlit woods, dimly seen through open 
doors and windows. It was like the chapel of the 
Grail in old romances, thought the girl, fiur in the 
depths of the forest, with angels ministering around. 
The service moved onward in familiar lines, though 
with enough of strangeness to deepen that curious 
sense of having escaped our restive imprisonment in 
time, and journeyed, backward or forward, on the 
wings of worship, ancient, undying. 

" Save us, O Lord, waking, and keep us sleep- 
ing : that awake we may watch with Christ and 
asleep we may rest in peace," chanted the congre- 
gation. 
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Presently the priest was speaking, — a stem- 
faced Etmn in middle life, whom Hilda recognized 
at once, thougb she had never met him in the flesh. 
Father Phillips was a man much at odds with his 
gcneradon, yet modem in his every fibre ; a man of 
battles, leader of reforms, doggedly devoted to the 
interests of organized labor, an abrupt, paradoxical 
figure, scouted of newspapers. 

« Friends of the Holy Way," began Father Phil- 
lips, " we are gathered tc^ther from the distant 
places, where, often in solitude, always in simplici^ 
of life and poverty of spirit, we seek, according to 
our vow, to follow the footprints of the Savionr. 
We believe that the voice of the Master speaks to 
us as to onr greater comrades of old : ' Come ye 
apart into a desert place and rest awhile.' What 
shall that rest be ? No cessation of action, — though 
some of you, I know, are very weary in body, — 
bnt deepening of action. Do not let us forget tJie 
problems that press so desperately upon us, — I 
know you cannot do this if you would, — but let us 
look at them from above. Let qb seek the lai^er 
sense of the movement of human destiny, under the 
guidance of the Spirit of God ; let us gain anew 
the Vision of the Holy City, coming down from God 
to be with men. We are to enter together that hid- 
den world of prayer, wherein abiding we know that 
failure cannot be, because through failure alone 
comes salvation. The Lord be with you." 
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" And with thy spirit." 

"Thy Kingdom ooine." 

*' O Lord, come to thine own." 

" O creative Word, who while on earth didst not 
disd^n to be known as the Carpenter, grant sight 
to those blinded by luxury and deliverance to those 
bound by want, that the rich may joyfully follow 
the simplicity of Thy most holy life, and the poor 
may obtain the inberitance of the meek ; and the 
hearts of all may be set with one accord to discover 
the way of salvation ; through Thy mercy, who for 
our Bakes didst become poor, that we through Thy 
poverty might become rich. Amen." 

" O Thou that makest men to be of one mind in 
an house," 

" We wait for thy loving-kindness, O Lord, in 
the midst of thy t«mple." 

" O Ixird of hosts, who didst guide oar fathers 
out of the House of Bondage : bind up the nation's 
wounds and make us whole. Help as to dose the 
widening chasm between the strong and the weak, 
the rich and the poor, casting therein the insol^tce 
of riches with the rancor of poverty; so may we 
establish the Republic, and build in America the 
Holy City foretold by the mouth of holy propbeta 
since the world began. — We ask this in His name 
who giveth int^rity to states, the desire of all 
nations, Jesus Christ. Amen." 

The murmured voices of the worshippers died 
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away, and the priest rose, extending hands of bene- 
diction : — 

" BlesB U8, O Lord, with the vision of Thy Being 
and Beauty, that in the strength thereof we may 
work without baste and withoiit test." 

Hilda slept that night as she had not slept for 
many a long week, and wakened to the carolling of 
birdB in the tree-tops below her window. She was 
mnch oat of doors during the still peace of the days 
that followed, drawn indeed at times into the chapel 
by the almost oeaseleSB worship, or the strong medi- 
tativfl words of Father Phillips, yet craTing mora 
the high solitude of hilltop or lakeside, or the fel- 
lowship in ailraioe of the wide terrace, where almost 
always some black-robed figure sat reading, and 
wonld glance np in friendly fashion, more loving 
than words, as Hilda slipped by. At first, the roar 
of the world seemed all the more deafening and be- 
wildering, now that she no longer formed a part of 
it, but during the first day it subsided slowly, like 
a retreating tide, withdrawing further and further, 
fainter ajid fainter, toward the edges of conaoious- 
neas. On the seoond day, her nature arose in anger, 
rebellion, aversion, against the awesome, encompass- 
ing silence; she felt scared and naked, deprived 
of the dear familiar protection of ceaseless babble 
wherewith we timid mortals desperately exclude the 
consciousness of watchful eternity. She waked on 
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the third morning to find this fierce resentment 
passed away, replaced by still ecstasy, such as she 
had never known, in the pure Gonsciousness of Be- 
iog. A passage from Emerson was on her lips, she 
had been repeating it in sleep : " Let him be silent 
— 80 shall he hear the whisper of the gods. . . . 
They alone with him alone." Was it God, was it 
the physical heavens, that brought such peace inef- 
fable, she wondered, as, lying on the top of a gray 
rock, she sank, or soared, she knew not which, into 
the depths of the arching noonday sky? The warm 
earth carried her in its circling path, swaying har- 
moniously through space, its friendly home ; and the 
whole universe, from the sharp grass-blades beside 
her to stars drowned in light but present to the eye 
of faith, proceeded from her spirit, the speech uttered 
by her to the Infinite, a word, barely adequate to 
her need, of prayer and thank^ving. 

It was no anti-climax, it was rather a fulfilment, 
when after this ecstatic hour in which the earth and 
more than the earth had been realized as the ex- 
pression of humanity, she returned to the chapel 
for the noon service of intercession. The Church 
through these days had seemed indeed the represent- 
ative of a humanity redeemed and liberated, claim- 
ing once more for all men a harmony with the whole : 
it lifted up toward an infinite Mystery of Love un- 
shadowed the whole groaning and travailing crea- 
tion, with strong crying, with desire that in its veiy 
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intensity was at once creative and redemptive. So 
to-day the prayers arose : prayers for the poor in 
large cities ; for the meek, that the inheritance of 
the f^r earth might indeed one day be theirs ; for 
the employers of labor, that the spirit of self-sacri- 
fice in the cause of social justice might be born in 
them, and move them, even to the point of bank- 
i-uptey or commercial death ; for wage-earners, that 
they might be awakened from apathy to the earnest 
demand for social justice, and that at the same time 
they might be preserved from bitterness, class aoita^* 
onism, and the spirit of violence ; for all students 
and professors of economies, that they might be de- 
livered from moral and intellectual hesitation ; for 
society at large, deliverance from the curse of greed, 
entrance into the democracy that is in Christ. No 
scorn nor sense of unreality was Hilda's as she lis- 
tened to these petitions, joining in them more than 
she knew ; she was well aware that here was no 
group of indolent persons, spiritually luxurious, 
comfortably shifting the burden of the world's woe 
to the broad shoulders of the Almighty, but a 
band of soldiers who had merely paused for breath, 
like St. Greorge in his three days' fight with the 
dragon, to stanch their wounds by leaves from the 
Tree of Healing. Or had they really paused at all ? 
Were they not rather fighting at that very moment, 
— attacking with the most potent of weapons the 
ancient enemy of the race, engaged most fiercely in 
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tbe battle tliat from the dawn of history shifts its 
grOTind but never ceases, nor will, till history shall 
dose, be either lost or won ? So she mused, rousing 
with a start to realize that the prayers were over, 
and that Father Phillips was speaking : his medita- 
tioQ on the Nativity puzzled her at first, till tsho 
caught his line of thought, and suddenly recalled 
how much of the man's energy for a year past had 
been devoted to the oaose of a certain reform, young 
and timid, unpopular alike with the learned and the 
rich. 

" This joy may not be ours," he was saying. 
*' We may not bold the Cbrist-child to our bosoma 
with Mary, nor with the magi and the 8he|A»^ 
proffer to His fair infancy the fruits of the earth 
or the wealth thereof. We may not behold that 
Child of Bethlehem, we may not care for His needs 
nor mioister to His helplessness. But we may see 
in the world of men the eternal truth of His child- 
hood. We may hold to our hearts the infant Ideals, 
the helpless Causes, that are jiist bom from above 
and find no resting-place in the social inn, no Inrth- 
place save a manger. These we may cherish, these 
we may nourish. We may bring them gifts of our 
best. The lowly and the lofty powers of our nature 
may alike discover through divine leading, may 
alike reverently adore, those obscure and weak 
Truths hidden from the eyes of the mighty and the 
wise. So, if we minister to God's causes in their 
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infancy, we may watch them grow and strengthen, 
till they become the redeemers of the race; yes, 
though to redeem they must first be crucified. And 
when at last they come in judgment, as shall surely 
one day be, we shall hear the words of reassurance, 
' I waa a stranger and ye took me in.' " 

That night it seemed to Hilda that she had been 
bathing all day in the central fire, and that weari- 
ness and strain, tumult and despair, were from 
henceforth a forgotten illusion. As she lay in her 
bed, the breath of the new earth, wafted to her 
senses, seemed the breath of the new heavens also. 
Nor did this feeling wholly pass away, though, dur- 
ing the rest of the week, she neither sought nor 
found a renewal of her mystic ecstasy. The world 
returned once more to her mental vision : the faces 
of her sick children, the harsh questionings of her 
workmen friends, the sordid misery, the bitter 
wrong, with which for two years she had been Bur- 
rounded. Yet in and around her own experience 
she felt the presence of a larger life ; and the sense 
of the great movement of human destiny, of which 
Father Phillips had spoken, brought in itself relief 
through a certain majesty in sorrow. Proportions 
became clearer, problems at least defined : she 
seemed to find herself once more. 

It was on the last day of the week that she 
sought an interview with Father Phillips. She bad 
seen one after another slip into the little door that 
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ooBoealed his privatiy, and come out with a tranquil 
look of release about the btow. But she hesitated 
a little at the entrance. 

" I do not know that I should claim your time, 
Father," she said ; " for I am not of your flock." 
Her own voice, after the days of silence, sounded 
like the voice of a dream-aelf in her ears. 

*'Not of my flock, but of Christ's great fold, 
daughter," smiled Father Phillips. The alert face 
was transfigured in those days with a brooding in- 
ward tenderness that would have seemed strange to 
his ordinary congregations. 

Hilda shook her head. " Not of that either, I 
fear," she said, bluntly and sorrowfully. " I am no 
Christian. Christianity, to me, is a mythology ; the 
noblest, it may be, that the race has conceived ; the 
largest expression of the human striving. No more ; 
no other." 

" ' Them also I will bring,' " quoted Father Phil- 
lips serenely. " It does not trouble me when you 
say that you are no Christian. He coming into 
the world lighteth every man. You may fix your 
eyes on the dust, but you see it by the light of 
the sun. Only, I grieve for the dif&cultieB of the 
soul, that, choosing to walk in the pathway of sor- 
rows, is not in conscious relation to the Source 
of Joy." 

Hilda gazed at him, strught and soberly. Tlie 
images of two years of life in a tenement district 



3,a,l,zc.bv Google 



SEEN FEOM ABOVE 251 

vere gathered in her gray eyes ; wide-distended, 
terrified, they saw, not the sympathizing face beside 
her, but the manifold sorrows of the world. 

*' I think I sh^l not tread that pathway any 
longer," said she slowly. 

A pause fell in the room. 

"Where does it lead?" she resumed, her Toice 
meanwhile gathering passion, protest, vehemence. 
" Nowhere. Griefs thicken around me ; sins rise 
grim and terrible. The stupidities of men lie like 
great fallen trees across the trail. Father, I must 
escape." 

Father Phillips said nothiog. 

" I want my own path again," the girl went on. 
" It was a gentle path. I walked it with a pain in 
my own heart, to be sure, but it seems now as it 
what happened to one's own heart were a small 
thing, even to one's self. I want to return to the 
world where ideals soothed but never stung, where 
high standards were a private luxury of one's own 
mind, where the tragic was fine material for liter- 
ature, and grief only added pathos to the appeal of 
beanty. I must go back." 

"Can you?" said Father Phillips. 

Hilda drew a long, slow breath. 

" Never," she murmured. 

Father Phillips was silent, watchfully, though 
she waited for him to speak. 

" But I must find something to lean on I " she 
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cried presently. " All the stock idealism with whioli 
I entered life has faded away. Nothing is left me 
but a great helplessnesB. I am dizzy." 

Father Phillips leaned forward. '^Tell me all 
about it," he said quietly. 

Then the impressions of two years gathered them- 
selves together and shaped themselves upon Hilda's 
lips. 

" I reverenced the movement for social reform," 
she began. Slowly the sentences came, for they 
roBe from the deptiis. *' Now I see nothing in it 
but opiates that deaden sensation and qnicken 
disease. I hoped in the Church, though I was not 
one of her children: she seems to me now the 
greatest instrument of moral self-deception ever 
inveoted by the race. I believed in the great cen- 
tres of disinterested learning. I see them now 
false to the democracy that gave them birth. 
That democracy was my religion : I trusted it 
was liberating love : it is liberating greed. And 
worst of all," she ended with a swift turn, smil- 
ing half whimsically, "I cannot bear, I do not 
want to bear, the knowledge of what the Simeones 
have to suffer." 

Hilda paused, exhausted by her own sincerity. 
She did not realize that in her very power of speech 
the healthful influence of the week was manifest, 
since despair that can formulate itself is no longer 
desperate. 
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" * Tired with ail these, for restful death I cry,' " 
meditated Father Phillips to himself. *' The forms 
change, hut the mood eadures." 

" Mood 1 " exclaimed Hilda, fired with indignant 
disappointment. " I am not interested in my own 
mood. I seek an answer to the eternal problem 
of the race. You, — where do you find it, — the 
answer ? " 

" My answers are all very old-fashioned," sighed 
Father HiiUips. " You know them as well as I. It 
is from the rock of your own despair that the 
waters of refreshment must gush out, and I fear 
that I cannot play the part of Moses. Look withia ; 
has the week brought you no light? " 

Hilda mused for a moment ; in the silence the 
Btrdns of a hymn drifted to them from the 
chapel — 

" BrodieT oUsps the hand of bnither, 
StepjODK onward tluvngh tlie night " — 

sang the Toices. 

" Yes," said Hilda. " I have felt it. 1 hare felt 
myself in the presence of a great company of 
lovers." 

" Who are they? " asked Father Phillips. 

"Those who are visibly here in the flesh, of 
course," she answered ; " for I know that they 
stand in very truth for the surrendered life. But 
more are present, — a greater company, free from 
time or from decay. The prophets of love and 
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freedom in every age ; I am glad yoa put their 
bit^^aphies downsturs, — I have been reading 
them, from Igaiaih to St. Francis, from Sir Thomas 
More to Mazzini. But there has been better still : 
those wonderful prayers. They speak of a deeper 
fellowship. They are the voice of homanity itself, 
yearning over its children. Where do they come 
from? Who prayed them first ? " 

"That no one knows," said Father Phillips, 
" They are of all periods, from the second century 
to our own day. They have sprung from the soul 
of man in every age, crying out for the presence 
of the Perfect among men." 

" I have dreamed tins week an old dream, for- 
gotten in bitterness," said Hilda. " The dream of 
a Church invisible, the mother of the oppressed, 
the protector of the poor, the home of redeeming 
love." 

" Hold to it," cried Father Phillips ; the vitality 
in his low tones ponred a current of life along 
the veins of hia hearer. " Hold to your dream. It 
has Bustaioed the race for nineteen himdred years. 
The principle of life is in it ; for it has endured, 
though confronted, mocked, by a visible Church 
that is, as you truly say, often the world in dis- 
guise. The invisible Church, the home of love and 
freedom, is found in the hearts of tlie humble; 
this week, you have worshipped there." 

" It has seemed to me," said Hilda, " as if power 
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were in some strange way set free in this 
cliapel." 

" Tte only power that prevails," rejoined Fatter 
Phillips, " creative initial force ; the force of prayer. 
What have yon felt in these prayers that cease- 
lessly ascend ? The baffled yearnings of a helpless 
humanity, flung into empty space ? N^o ; but a force 
strong and natural as the force of gravitation, flying 
swiftly to the Heart of Energy, and speeding thence, 
dynamic, to its end. In the visible world we fail pit- 
ifully: we blunder where we would bless, we hinder 
where we would help. Often otir noblest efforts for 
good strengthen in seeming the powers of eviL But 
in the unseen, no impulse of compassion, no cry of 
the heart for justice, is ever lost. The prayers of the 
ages, slowly gathering, liberate a mighty force. It 
moves secretly, it moves slowly, but it moves surely. 
Through all the centuries, it makes for social re- 
demption ; it brings the Holy City that lies in the 
mind of God down to earth to dwell among men. 
If that city ever indeed abide among us, it will be a 
visualized prayer," 

He had foi^tten Hilda, but the girl recalled 
herself to him. 

"Do you believe," she asked softly, her eyes 
flxed on the distant lake, " that day will ever come ? 
Do you sincerely think — sentiment aside— -that 
deliverance is on the way; that the imprisoned 
throngs of workers will one day be set free, and 
love will reign ? " 
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Father PhillipB looked straight at her gravely. 
*' I do not know," he said. 

Hilda fixed questioning eyes upon him. 

" I know nothing," he resomed, " but I hope all 
things. Watch I is the Christian word of command. 
We lire in the light oi a great though tremulona 
expectation. We know not at what hour the Son of 
Man Cometh ; at what hour humanity glorified, vio- 
torious at last, shall assume its reign. The Tision 
tarries through the ages ; through the e^s we wut 
for it," 

" But it shall surely come ? " pressed Hilda. 

Father Phillips shook his head. " Hope that is 
seen is not hope. I do not know. I do not see that 
it b revealed, by the sweep of history, by the reason 
within us, by the words of Christ, whether or no s 
Christian society is ever to be reached on earth. 
More than this, I do not think it is revealed whether 
society as a whole is to grow better or worse. When 
the Son of Man oometh, shall he find faith on the 
earth ? We have a pleasant good-natured belief now- 
adays in what we call Progress ; it seems to me to 
amount to very little. I want to believe in the grad- 
ual moral and social advance of the race ; I hope it 
is true, but I am not at all sure of it. My faith 
finds no resting-place there. I can certainly not read 
the signs of my own time in this light, not for in- 
stance in regard to industrial conditions. It is true, 
I think, that the standard of living is higher among 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



SEEN FROM ABOVE 257 

the working-^laeseB than it was fifty years ago ; that 
there is more healthful discontent ; that the impulse 
of brotherhood is finding in certain minor ways 
more practical expression. At the same time, much 
is bitterly discoursing: you touched on the bit- 
terest point when you said that democracy, self- 
deceived, thinhs that it is liberating love while it 
really liberates greed. So when I take a broader 
view. The majority of men have always lived de- 
frauded of their spiritual as of their material heri- 
tage ; the minority has always lived in a cohl apathy 
of privilege, worse than the suffering of the poor. 
Perhaps it will always be so. None the less shall I 
love and labor. Before me, as an individual, the 
path of love, of voluntary poverty, of social service, 
lies plun. Life may always be a prison-house to 
the majority bom into this world. I shall spend my 
strength, so long as it endures, trying to break down 
prison bars. Will even one yield to my efforts ? I 
do not know." 

Hilda's face had flushed red-hot as she listened to 
the deliberate words : *' You can say that calmly?" 
she cried, anger, sorrow, disappointment, in her 
tones. "You can be content with personal duty, 
— personal salvation, — while you think it possi- 
ble all the time that infinite malignity controls the 
world ! " 

Her voice died in scorn unutterable. 

Father Phillips paused a little ; then, after a 
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Blight besitation, leaned forward. The golden li^it 
of late afternoon streamed through the room, and 
space seemed filled with the beating of unseen 
wings. 

" I will t«ll you something," he s^d, " though I 
do not often care to speak of it. A great creed of 
social hope is mine. I believe in immortality." 

The peculiar seriousness of his manner had given 
Hilda a curious sense of awe and expectation. The 
phrase which, through much reiteration, had lost 
all meaning, fell flat upon her ear. 

" How then," Father Phillips was continuing, 
"can I be daunted or dismayed? Shame on us 
men, to whom is entrusted this great home, this fair 
earth heritage, and who make of it for hosts of our 
brethren a place of weeping and lamentation, a val- 
ley of shadows where no light is, whence the cries 
of the poor rise forever to the Throne of God I 
Shame on us every one if heart and soul and mind 
and body are not devoted to the effort to restore 
beauty for ashes, the spirit of joy for the spirit of 
heaviness I Yet if we fail we need not deap^. In 
the sins of the poor I see for the most part, not 
their own personal wrong, but the result, the true 
expression, of the spiritual state of the respectable 
classes ; in their moral as in their physical degra- 
dation, they are victims, not ^[gressors, and we who 
defraud them of life here, who condemn them to 
the first death, need not, I believe, fear for tiiem 
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the second. Batlier I troBt that for all the poor and 
the oppressed of the earth, fulness of life waits 
hereafter. As the child cries at hirth, their hrief 
sorrow here may be hut the pangs ushering them 
into joy eternal, where is refreshment, rest, endless 
growth in divine beauty, the face of God, trans- 
forming them more and more unto Himself." 

" Immortality, — the creed of social hope," medi- 
tated Hilda. " I had always disdained belief in per- 
sonal immortality as <^ all dogmas the most fatuous 
piece of insistent human egotism." 

*' E^tism I " rejoined Father Phillips : " yes, if 
held by the egotist. So are all the other doctrines of 
Christianity ; for instance, the Atonement. And I 
think it is well," he went on thoughtfully, " that for 
several genraations the faith in Christianity should 
have been in many earnest minds lost or obscured, 
as it is in your own. This doctrine of immortality, 
for instance, was a terrible hindrance to social ideal- 
ism. It engendered an intense s^ise of the moral 
responsibility of the individual, but socially speak- 
ing its tendent^ was fatalistic. It fostered indiffer- 
ence to the destiny of man on earth, prevraited the 
oppressed from stm^ling and the oppressor from 
remorse. It faded, and lost its* vitality, under the 
influence of the sceptical thought of the eighteenth 
century; the French Revolution followed, — the 
self-assertion of the people, the religion of humanity. 
An insistent impulse to realize brotherhood now 
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and here has resiilted from the loss of that lazy old 
e:q>ecta1ion of the New Jerusalem." 

Hilda stared. " You are saying just what I have 
heard Mr. O'Hagan say, and he calls himself an 
infidel," she said. 

Father Phillipa laughed. " Yes, I surrey the same 
landscape that O'Hagan does, but I modestly think 
I stand a little higher, tlux)ugh no merit of my own, 
and command a farther horizon. Even now, I am 
BO afraid of this reaction on hunuin selfishness, that 
I do not dare bring the doctrine of immortality into 
great prominence in my teaching in public. That 
is why I told you that I seldom speak of it. But 
there are those who are ready to receive it, and to 
them it is restored, purified. While the heavens 
were closed to us, we were forced to direct our hearts 
and minds wholly toward men, and in the darkness 
a significantthing happened; we learned to love our 
brethren. Of course it was no new lesson. From 
the time that the words of Christ rang their holy 
music into the human heart, love has been a con- 
straining impulse ; but it appears to me that the 
nineteenth century changed that impulse of the 
heart into a deep conviction of the reason. The un- 
conscious solidarity of the middle ages held the pre- 
sage of it: the individualism of the Reformation 
checked it, yet deepened life in other directions ; 
the age of denial came and did its work. A period 
is upon US when intelligent consciousness of the 
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social whole will be the dominating force, and this in 
simple language means that men are seeking to make 
the love of men the controlling principle of social 
organization. But what pain that love brings with 
it to those sensitive to the actual condition of the 
race I Now is the time, then, when the intuition of 
immortality, long exiled, returns. It is our strong 
consoler ; it nerves us in the so<ual conflict ; when 
all seems desperate, it upholds us. The other great 
tmths of Christianity return also ; aU the strength- 
ening asBumnces that the race may in verity be up- 
lifted and purified till it is one with Grod. They re- 
turn in the Body of the Resurrection ; they come t« 
each of us with a message of hope, not only for his 
individual soid, but for all humanity ; they bring to 
the eooial whole the faster greeting, which we trans- 
late Peace, but whidi means in truth Harmony." 

Silence f eU in the room. Hilda sat, her face bowed 
low in restful thought, seeming of a sudden to move 
in a universe that was no longer a house of shadows 
but a friendly home. Presently, however, she lifted 
her head, and pushed the hair back from her clear 
templea with a vigorous gesture. 

" Christianity is so wonderfully adapted to the 
human need," she said with sad decision, "that 
human need has been quite capable of inventing 
Christianity, I see what sustains you in the eternal 
conflict. It is well, — for you. But how for me, 
— for all of us, the many, to whom your faith is 
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but a noble dream ? Give us something to live b^, 

— we faitblflSB ones who are, and shall touun, at 
the heart of the world's woe." 

The longing of Hm week, <^ the years, had gath- 
ered itself into one desire, and Hilda's whole being 
was a tense, expectant question. It was a struige 
appeal, from the agnostic to the priest ; but it did 
not seem strange to Father Phillips. He was one oi 
the rare men with whom those far from his own 
faith found spiritual interoourse significant and re- 
viving. He sprang to his feet, and with a swift ges- 
ture motioned Hilda out on a high baloony. The 
lake lay a sea of glass and fire in the sanset ; the 
mountains rose like altars of amethyst, light IxJund 
light in receding ranges till the greater Light r^ 
ceived them of a sky wherein color seemed one wUh 
life itself. 

"Are yon sure that there is no God?" cried 
f^iUiw Phillips ; the vibration of exultant awe in 
bis voice ect^^ed the depths of his hearer's person- 
ality and struck response from her central self. 

" No," breathed Hilda. 

" Sure that democracy is a failure, and that tJie 
meek shall never inherit the earth ? " 

"Ko," murmured the girL 

" Are you sure " — the voice was very low in this 
last question, so low that it could only just be heard 

— "are yon sure that God has not suffered — does 
not sufEer with the suffering of this world ? Sure 
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that diis sufiering, with which yon have deoted to 
be one, is not the law of release, for which the other 
niune is redemption ? " 

A motion of the head was answer enough. 

" Then turn your negation into affirmations ! " 
The glow from the sunset struck full on the priest's 
foce. " At the heart of the universe may be^^ve. 
Eternity may reveal life as blessing, and not curse, 
to all the burdened millions. Or it may be that to 
OS it is ^ven to reclaim the earth, at least for ihe 
generations yet unborn, till it beoomee the free and 
fair heritage c^ all men. Watch, then ; desite ; work; 
and face the East. Fear if you must, — but fear is 
hope reversed. Live in the streDgth of hope. Life 
is not easy for you who cannot see the vision vouch- 
safed to some of us, the vision of the Son of Man 
standing on the right hand of God. But it is pos- 
sible. If you do not believe in Christ, yon can fol- 
low Him ; that is more important. Yon can seek, 
through the world's wilderness, the footprints of the 
Holy Way. Look!" 

Out (^ the drifting western douds with their daze 
of color, a golden peak, a dream of crystal, shone 
from the confines of the world. 

" You cannot tell whether that point of gold be 
solid earth or melting vapor. Neither sense nor 
reason can tell you. If I know, it is only because 
my feet have trodden its pinnacles. Yon cannot know 
whether your vision of human society uplifted into 
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the air of heaven be iUusioD or distant iaet. Yon 
cannot know ; but yon can direct your stumbling 
steps thither. You can advance over all obstacles, 
no matter how slowly; you can nerve otheni to 
advance also ; hoping with a hope that cannot die 
tliat the feet of men shall yet ta-eafi the cloud-like, 
lofty gloiy of their farthest ideal." 

As the train next morning bore Hilda, refreshed 
in body, down from the hill-coustiy to the weary heat 
(rf the city, the rush and rumor moved to rhythm in 
her mind. 

" O'er landi afar k golden li^t, 
So far, aa faint, ao keaTeal? fair. 
That Durtal eyea deny tLeii si^t, 
And aay not earth bat dlond ia thgrs. 

" O'er tnitibi afai a golden light. 
So far, so faint, lo beaTsnly fair, 
lliat mortal minda deny their aight. 
And aay not fact bnt diaam it thers." 
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CHAPTER XIV 

80N8 OF THE PUTDBB 

The Fer^usonB had oome, en route for Finsterland, 
and in the cool autumn days Hilda brought her 
friends to speaid a week in a farm-house by the 

" Do yon renember, Dorothy, when we need to 
play at sonnetteering, in Tuscany, your sonnet to 
American skies?" she asked. "I know it be- 
gan— 

" ' Ah, mbtle-Mft the iklea of Italj I 

Their wutfol luure pulsu bvmuloilt 
Witli the dim liglit of gihosD tLat j«am to at 
n«iu out thsii pan of BueieM numoTT** 

And the sestette : — 

" ' Ay, bnt vhere 
Shall Europe ahoir thee tnoh tnuulnoent mil 
Am baUie* oar Weat in glor; oiratBUiika ? ' — 

I 've lost the reet." 

It was indeed under a heaven cloudless-olear 
that the two women were sitting, the voice of 
surging waters in their ears, the land behind them 
flushed with low sumach and beny bushes to a ted 
gloiy. 
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Dorothy Bighed a bit s&dly. " It is a long time 
since I wrote any verses," she said. 

"Why? "asked Hilda. 

"Vetses liare to be tlie expression of peisonal 
experience ; for six years my experiences have been 
those of my babies." 

" And your busband." 

Dorothy's large silence enveloped her. 

'.' Yes," she assented after a panse. 

The sea dashed a whiff of mocking s^t foam in 
their faces. 

" Hilda," Dorothy said slowly, her gaze turned to 
the horizon, "aren't you lonely? " 

Hilda drew a sharp breath. This meeting witli 
the man she had once loved too well, and the wcunan 
she had loved still bett^, if deeds are the test of 
love, had diawn submerged things to the surface 
of her being. The waters were troubled ; somewhere 
out of sight was there a storm r^ng ? 

" I have a husband," Dorothy went on, " whom 
I love with all my heart, and who gives me a won- 
derful devotion. I have two dear chihiren. But 
nothing that has ever come to me has lessened life's 
essential loneliness." 

" I do not think," meditated HQda, '* tliat it has 
occorred to me for some time to question whether I 
were lonely or not. Kow that you ask me," — a 
light was breaking over her mind as ^e spoke, — 
" I do not think that I am." 
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"Why not?" questioned Dorothy; "have yoo 
found God?" 

" I dare not say tiiat," responded Hilda, " any 
more than I dare deny it. Bat I have found Katie 
Donovan, You would n't understand, dear," Bhe 
went on, as Dorothy's great puzzled eyes were 
turned on her ; " I have made no penonal tiea bo 
stnmg as in the old days, — so strong as that with 
you. But I have entered into fellowship in desire. 
That is the deepest union in the world, — deeper 
than fellowship in love, in knowledge, in bdief. I 
feel it with Mr. O'Hagan, — with Mildred Ellis, 
— with my dear Katie. Where that union is, it 
does n't matter how far people disagree in convic- 
tion, nor how slight is the personal bond." 

"No," said Dorothy; "I don't understand. 
Around my shores sweeps ' the unplnmbed, salt, 
estranging sea,' " 

" Why ? " wondered Hilda, grieving. " Why 
should true wedded love like yonrs disappmnt ? " 

" I^sappoint 1 '* A rare touoh of fire visited 
Dorothy's languor. She rose to her feet, a lovely 
figure agmnst the gleaming sea. " It is the most 
real thing in this world of shadows. But — how 
shall I exphun ? Lore is not all. My husband and 
I have not the same mental or moral horizons. I 
live for him and for the children. He treaflures 
his joy in us that it may strengthen him to live for 
something beyond us. This makes me lonely. Into 
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my moral world, — it was always a clouded world, 
you know, Hilda, — he never enters. When I try 
to enter his, I feel dimly that the son is shining 
there, hut I am dazed, — I grope as one blind. 
Al ! " she btohe off suddenly, " why talk ? Words 
tell nothing." 

As Hilda's hand sought her friend's silently, 
a great compassion and also a strange joy were 
invading her. Dorothy had carried avay, six years 
ago, all that seemed to make life tolerable ; she 
had married the " beyond-man," as Hilda had 
laughingly called Lawrence Ferguson. Would she 
be Dorothy to-day? Those momenta of common 
aspiration when she had knelt among strangers in 
the chapel by the lakeside seemed to her at this 
instant worth any marriage kiss. The very pain 
that had tormented her summer was manifest to 
her as the condition of her larger blessedness. 

" We must go back," said Dorothy presently. 
" Lawrence will be growing restless for me. He 
leaves me," she added laughingly, " for weeks to 
go off for lecture tours. But when we are together 
he can't bear to have me stay away from him half 
an hour." 

In effect they met Mr. Ferguson halfway as they 
scrambled back over the rooks to their party. 

" I know that yon two people have n't much 
sense <^ time when you are together," he called 
cheerily. 
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" Especially after years apart," answered Hilda j 
and noticed with scarce a pang that to meet her 
husband after an hour's absence was more to 
Dorothy than to meet her friend after those pass- 
ing years. 

" I 'm grateful to you for the chance of seeing 
your friend O'Hagan," said Mr. Ferguson as they 
made their way back. Hilda had invited half a 
dozen of her Langley House friends to spend the 
day by the sea and meet the Fergusons. " He 's a 
strong fellow. But are all your American labor 
men so opposed to socialism?" 

Hilda smiled quizzically. " One of the reasons 
why I Ve been looking forward to your visit," she 
said, " is that I hoped that the sight of a respectable 
English socialist would convince my friends that 
one need n't want to blow up the city hall if one 
bears the name." 

" You don't mean to say in this year of grace — " 
Ferguson was exclaiming ; but here they came upon 
Mr. O'Hagan, Philip Mervyn, and Mildred Ellis, 
sitting in a little cove of sunbaked sand. Janet, at 
the last moment, had been prevented from coming 
by the cMms of a Buasian Jew family presented 
to her care by Mr, Simpson, and Mervyn was in 
a bad humor. The others looked content. Mr. 
O'H^an's lank form was half buried, he was 
building a mighty edifice of sand, and his grim 
features were relaxed. 



^oiizccb, Google 



270 A LISTENER IN BABEL 

" Here 'a the Fort of Tolly from the poem you 
■were reading me, Miss I^throp," he called glee- 
fuUy: — 

** ' Let the viatoni vheu the; iMime, 
When the torte of iahj fnU, 
Find m; bod; by the wkIL' 

I made it look like a factory to purpose. K I 'm 
not mistaken that tide of prt^ress is going to wash 
it away in about an hour." 

Hilda nodded with friendly pleasure. "I hate 
the tide-figure, though," she said ; " I always did." 

"That well-seasoned figure honored by hun- 
dreds of poets and retormerB ! " exclaimed Philip 
Merryn. " My dear Miss Lathrop, where will your 
radicalism pause ? " 

Hilda shook her head at the ocean. " Miserable 
old figure I I hate it because it is true," she sighed. 
" And I hate the sea- I 've always been afraid of 
it. When I was small I used to mn away from 
it as fast as I could from sheer terror, — trying to 
lose the fearful sound in my ears." 

" ' Th« morii^ vaton at their prieat-like tuk 

Of pnni ablntion round earth'i hnnuui ihorea,' " — 

quoted Dorothy reproachfully. 

" I can't help it, — I see another aspect. (Jreat, 
hungry, sorrowing thing, — wanting forever what 
can't get, — moaning and straining, — image of 
human endeavor and of human delusion. How suc- 
cess mocks it t The tide creeps up, triumphing, — 
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only to be drawn back with hideous certmnty. I 
never feel colder than when the orator talks of the 
tide of progress! Doesn't he see what remoter 
f ntuie he implieB ? " 

Hilda laughed at her own vehemence and the 
others laughed with her, — all except Fei^uson, 
who watched the tired face, the quivering upper 
lip and contracting brow with unobtrusive sym- 
pathy. 

" You have n't got all there is out of it," he said 
in an undertone. Then, raising his voice to divert 
attention ; " Allow me to cheer up this much-de- 
jected figure by using it onoe more. I 'm going to 
call this noble fort the stronghold of the competi- 
tive system. And the tide is socialism. Come on 
there," — as the clear shallow edge of a big wave 
slipped and curled and rippled swiftly onward. 

Mr. O'Hagan was making a wiy face. "Say 
juBtioe," he suggested. 

" See here, O'Hagan," retorted Fei^son good- 
humoredly, " you and I have got to thrash it out. 
Why do you talk as if the members of the Socialist 
Labor Parly were not your fellow mortals, let 
alone being your comrades ? " 

O'Hagan's brow darkened. " Because they 're a 
crew of mean and meddlesome foreigners," he 
replied with cheerful frankness. "Miss Abbott, 
she tells me I 'm great on prejudices. Well, I 've 
got one of them prejudices against the socialists 
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and I'm not goin' to deny it. Look at the way 
they broke up the labor eouferenoe at DaoBton." 

" You 'U find that socialism does n't mean at all 
the same thing here as in Kngland," said Hilda. 
"It is n't a native growth as yet, but a foreign 
importation, — and I must confess that it baa un- 
fortunate repreftentativea." Mr. Mervyn was nod- 
ding. " It 'a a poor, belplesB, violent sort of thing. 
I really have given up laying daim to the title. 
What 's the use of calling one's self by a true name 
if it means a false thing to your hearer ? " 

" If the name is true, I don't see why you hesi- 
tate," said Dorothy. " Your business is to speak the 
truth, not to worry whether your neighbor under- 
stands it." 

Hilda smiled. " I 'm at least enough of a social- 
ist to challenge that," she answered. " Truth-telUng 
seems to me a social problem. I have not only to 
know what I think and to say what I think, but to 
convey what I think. One task alone would be suf- 
ficient for a poor mortal, but I surmise that we are 
not in friendly relations with the eternal verities 
tiU we reach the last term. Rea%, I have given up 
in despair. Por a year and more, I have been simply 
a Listener, — a Listener in Babel." 

" Oh, Hilda, you have n't changed a bit I " cried 
Dorothy, putting her hands to her ears. 

Hilda looked to Fei^uson in humorous appeal, 
for no man could thread his way with more zest 
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among meandering subtleties. But at present he 
was absorbed in driving direct for the mind of Mr. 
O'Hagan. 

"Mark my words," he was saying. "In ten or 
fifteen year^ yon labor men will change your tune. 
The capitalists themselves will force your movement 
into socialistic lines. Moreover, hate the socialists 
as you will, trades-unionism, even now, is making 
straight for socialism." 

" Don't see it." 

" Yoo 're developing a new collective conscious- 
ness in regard to industrial affairs, for one thing. 
You are training the working-people in the princiide 
of association. That is why you are the most educa- 
tional force the nineteenth century has produced." 

^' You know the labor movement in England only, 
Mr. Ferguson," Philip Mervyn interposed coldly ; 
the clean-featured lawyer and the labor leader found 
mutual understanding difficult, and if truth were 
told seldom tried to att^n it. " I may add," Mervyn 
went on, dropping his voice, but still perfectly audi- 
ble, " that you would not give the movement in this 
country your sympathy if you knew the corruption 
with which it is riddled," 

O'Hagan rose abruptly, his strong features work- 
ing, controlled himself with difBculty, and walked 
away. Hilda i-eflected mournfully, not for the first 
time, how disastrous a thing is inopportune candor. 

" Bless you," replied Ferguson, raising his voice 
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so as to be beard at a little dietiuiGe, " that 'a all 
right." 

Mervyn frowned, perplexed, and Mr. O'Hagan 
turned with an nndi^uised stare. 

"That kind of thing," Ferguson went on, "is 
a stage through which all democratic organizations 
have to pass. The bad methods of tbe onions are 
simply the bad methods of your politics over again." 

" Well ! You bring us cold comfort I " exclaimed 
Hilda. " The evils of government have driven my 
socialism back into Utopia." 

" Those highly discomforting evils are simply in- 
cidental to democracy learning its lessons," retorted 
Ferguson cheerfully. " For that matter, there 's 
more good in a lot of what you call corruption than 
we moral aristocrats will acknowledge ; it 's often a 
case of publican morals versus Pharisee morals. 
Don't you see the significance of Tammany, with its 
blindness to civic thrift and honesty as you conceive 
them, and its generous if interested readiness to 
provide an nnlimited niunber of individuals with 
* jobs ' ? It 's tbe gigantic reflection in public life 
of tbe ethics of the ' under man,' the unprivileged 
class, as a competitive system has made them or 
left them, set ' at large,' with full power of self- 
expression. Tbe spectacle is grim enough, but it 
is far from hopeless. And the beauty of it is, that 
when the evil in that sort of thing gets out into the 
light of day, it can't last. We take a good step 
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forward when bad tendencies gain power and pub- 
licity." 

"I like that optimism, Mr. Ferguson," cried 
silent Mildred, and Hilda felt the pleasant warmth 
she remembered of old, at the touch of the man's 
life-communicating rigor. 

" Wait twenty-five years," Fei^son was continu- 
ing with animatioD. " I 'm prepared to predict that 
within that time you 11 see a big rally of the fol- 
lowers of the better way in New York, and they 
won't win only in the ajristocratio re^on either. 
Not," he added, " that the fight will be over ; it will 
outlast us, probably." 

" But how are you bo sure of a favorable end ? 
Plenty of nations have made m(mU shipwreck, why 
not we?" sighed Hilda. 

"Histoiy doesn't leave her experiments half 
finished," Ferguson replied. " And your national 
experiment is just begun. Democraey looked like 
one white light to the prophets who hailed it from 
afar. Moving within it, the drama of a world un- 
folds." 

" Had I been consulted," — Hilda noted with 
amusement, as Philip Mervyn spoke, how thor- 
oughly American he looked, as compared with Fer^ 
guaon's more substantial type, — " had I been con- 
sulted, it is not in democracy that I should have 
played my part on this planet. X can't see anywhere 
in democracy a safeguard against corruption and 
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ignorance. There 'b a riitue discredited eren by 
our philosophers to-day as aD-American and monk- 
ish ; its name was obedience, and every civilization 
possessed of harmony and order has been based on 
it. We now present the spectacle of a sociefy based 
on the reverse principle of self-assertion, and I can- 
not say that the show appears to me admirable. 
From recent emigrants to multi-millionaires our 
people are imbued with profound lawlessness. 1 
am old-fashioned enough to believe that deference 
to right authority is necessary to noble living." 

"That is why I am a Catholic I " cried MOdred 
impulsively. "Men have both to obey ajid to be 
free. The Catholic Church in all its branches, living 
its life within the democratic state, seems to me to 
correspond to a psychological necessity ; it is going 
to be the most significant sight that the twentieth 
century will see." 

O'Hagan held out bis large hand, and grasped 
the slight fingers with a crush that made Mildred 
wince. 

" It will be a mighty interesting thing, I grant 
yon, to watch Catholioism in America," assented 
Ferguson, looking at Mildred with some admiration 
and surprise. " And a mighty dramatic thing too. 
Personally, I stand outside of all religions. But I 
hope the Roman Church won't lose sight of its real 
opportunity in the effort to get control of secular 
affairs. But, Mervyu, don't you see how you are 
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playing into my hands? I 'm as authoritarian as 
yourself, only instead of harking back to feudalism, 
I look forward. America perish? Democracy 
perish ? (The question is the same.} Why their 
first act — the act of individuahsm — is not played 
out yet, the whole act of socialism is to follow — " 

" Oh, socialism I " remarked Merryn. ^' It bears 
no relation to human nature as it exists." 

" Since, as I have just remarked, it is a creed for 
the future," returned Fei^son a bit dryly, " I pre. 
fer it to bear relation to the liuman nature that is 
going to exist." 

Mervyn shook his head. "Yon won't get much 
change in human nature till the end of time." , 

"Sure? — Now why should our mercantOe civili- 
zation be any more permanent than the feudal civili- 
zation it replaced? It won't; the only question is, 
what next ? " 

"What social order was ever able to foresee its 
successor?" pondered Hilda. 

Ferguson looked at her with brows intont. 

" You touch the peculiar feature in the situation," 
he replied. " The race is b^inning, as evolution 
goes on, to possess dimly the gift of foresight. Our 
conscious desires are to play an increasing part in 
shaping our destiny." 

" Doubtful whether our destiny will be any the 
better," scoffed Mervyn. 

" I decline to discuss the reality of progress. The 
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afternoon vanes," imiled Fergason. "But how- 
ever fierce my quarrel vitli the evils of modem life, 
I do not question in my saner moments that the 
higher principles of social ethics are consciously at 
work in a larger number of people to-day than ever 
before." 

The disilluBion with church, state, university, 
and benevolence in which her summer had been 
passed rose like a dank sea fog over Hilda's spirit 
as be spoke. 

"As tor yonr America," — her friend was 
answering her unspoken thought, — "if you feel 
discouraged just get off and look at it from the 
perspective of Europe. See the scale of what you 
are attempting. The thii^ that bewilders and 
bothers us " — he kindled as he went on — *' is 
that life expands as it ascends. No wonder that 
your agencies are imperfect, that your best elements 
disappoint, that the ideals of your founders are 
denied. Hope sees in two dimensions what expe- 
rience works out slowly in three," 

" Say four," suggested Mildred, " and allow for 
the incalculable." 

" Four if you like, or more," assented Lawrenoe, 
looking pleased. "Certainly a mysterious x is at 
play in the world-equation. But contemplate youi 
aiml No limited Hatonic liberty of the elect, 
founded on a Helot class, but a fair and even 
chance for every human being, — discounting the 
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forces of heredity which are in part beyond yonr 
control." 

" We have a Helot class," fired Hilda. 

" Bnt under general protest when the £a«t is 
recognized. Tour aim at least eliminates them. 
Are yon allowed to try this audacious experiment 
on a small scale ? A continent ia entrusted to you. 
May you at least live in shelter there, training a 
homogeneous population? The peoples of Europe 
bring you the Old World to be r&^n-eated in the 
new I One would suppose that the task was suffi- 
cient; but" — he spoke thoughtfully — "I pro- 
phesy a tame when not even your own continent 
will limit your responsibility; when ag^st yonr 
will and conscience maybe, you will be driven to 
carry to races lower in the scale a life which you 
yourselves as yet but half possess." He paused 
abruptly, then resumed. " I believe you will suc- 
ceed. Yon have no idea how buoyant American air 
seems in the nostril of a European. The free aud 
just civilization may be eenturies away ; but it will 
come." 

" ' Cercando Libert& ' 1 " All Mildred's friends 
wet-e surprised at the readiness of her speech ; bat 
Ferguson had a cnrious way of setting people at 
their intellectual ease. " Don't you remember," the 
girl was saying, " those words in Dante ? They 
always seem to me our national motto. Again and 
again we believed that we had found Liberty. The 
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FuritanB thonght so first, with their ti^od of liberty 
o£ the spirit ; the men of the Revolution next, with 
their vision of liberty of the state. The generation 
of the Civil War was convinced that they had 
fonght the final battle. Kvery emigrant that oomea 
to America thinks to find freedom here. They were 
all wrong. Liberty waits at the end of the journey ; 
she is not a companion of the way. We Americans 
mnst olimb our Purgatorial Mount before we can 
hope to find her, but she ia waiting for us on the 
summit. Pilgrims of Liberty ! It is the best name 
we can bear." 

All were silent for a moment, then Mr. Mervyn 
turned to Ferguson. 

"You think," he queried curiously, "that the 
free and juat civilization in which you are fortunate 
enough to believe will assume the form of the social- 
ist state ? " 

"I do,'* said Fei^^uson. "If our conquest of 
political and social equality is to be made worth 
while, a greater measure of industrial equality than 
we yet possess must follow. I should be ashamed 
if I did not hold that we can win it. As to the 
means, I no longer assert the complete socializing 
of the three rents. Of course socialists have always 
expected the principle of private property to obtain 
in all possessions which can be held for consump- 
tion. We may find it best to give even vrider 
scope to this principle. That is for the future. 
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Meantime the world heritage, material and ittuua- 
terial, will be more equally thrown open to all men 
in proportion aa we advaiice toward public owner- 
ship of public utilities, and toward collective con- 
trol of industrial matters by the people at lai^." 

Then Mr. O'Hagan ^)oke up. 

" Lord ! " said he, " it sounds pretty. But social- 
ism means a lot more government, don't it? Gov- 
ernment has never fought the battles of the 
workers ; they Ve got to fight their own." 

Philip Mervyn took up the theme. 

" SociaUsm might work with a race of angels ; 
with a race of men it would simply result in a 
bureaucracy." 

" I 've heard that before," sighed Hilda. 

" Ton cannot make men good by law," Mervyn 
continued. " My friend 0'Hf^;an " — the said 
friend made a wry face behind the lawyer's back — 
"i^^rees with me there. If Henry and John and 
Mark are decent men, they '11 behave decently in 
their industrial relations as elsewhere ; if they are 
bad men, no system will improve matters. You'll 
never get a better society except by getting better 
men." 

Hilda clasped her hands. " Ah, I have heard it 
all many, many times before," she sighed again. 

Ferguson smiled at her. " Let 's try a few ques- 
tions," he said. " Mervyn, suppose you 've got 
your ' better man ' ; we 11 call him John ; we '11 
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e&y he is Henry's employer. "Will he enjoy paying 
Henry a starvation wage ? " 

" He '11 pay the wage determined by the market, 
whether he enjoys it or not." 

" That was n't my question ; will he enjoy paying 
it?" 

" Naturally not," 

" Now, suppose John is an Aposile John ; won't 
he sacrifice a good deal of personal comfort, rather 
than shut off his brotlier from the necesfdties of life ? 
Suppose Matthew and Mark are also converted 
individuals, also employers, and that they feel in 
the same way. You are going to tell me that they 
can't change the system." Ferguson raised his hand 
as Mervyn started to speak. " But go on I go on I 
When you have your individuals converted, — I 
quite agree with you that this is the first step, — 
what is going to happen ? Nothing." 

He paused a minute, but Mervyn was silent, and 
Ferguson resumed : — 

" Social and political forms always express the 
moral consraousness of the mass of men. But this 
oonsdonsness is in fiuz ; it progresses. At a given 
moment society always includes a number of rest- 
less people who find the world in which they live 
intolerable." 

" They desire a better country, that is an hea- 
venly," Mervyn half scoffed, half sighed, under his 
breath. 
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"Thy kingdom come — on earth," Mildred re- 
sponded in a swift whisper. 

Fergneon heeded neither intermption. 

" They find the world in which they li^e intol- 
erable," he repeated. "Timea come — the oanm 
and hour of their appearance is the secret of the 
gods — when such people are bom in great num- 
bers. As soon as this happens, they begin, slowly 
at first, to modify the world around. Social forms 
be^ to exprem the new ideal. Cbaage overcomes 
us, like the heaving ware. Suofa a time is here now I 
I twist your phrase backward, ' We never shall have 
a better society till we have better men j ' — but when 
we' have the better men, the better society follows. 
Those ' better men ' are here. People have under- 
gone a social conversion. Our great need is not 
to preach such conversion, but to experiment till 
we find how to express its demands in a changed 
system." 

** People converted already I O Lord I " remarked 
Mr. O'Hagan. 

" Why, look at os 1 " exclaimed Ferguson, turn- 
ing on him, and continued stoutly, though every- 
body laughed ; " I mean it. Are we conceited enough 
to consider ourselves an exception ? Thousands are 
with us, — in political life, in the churches, the pro- 
fessions, the universities, — thousands, possessed by 
a larger conception than ever tbe past held, of so- 
cial action as moralized. Hear even Nietsohe, the 
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Apostle of Uie BesctioD, saying : * I love him who 
is ashamed to see the dice fall in his favor, and who 
asks, " Have I played false ? " ' There 'a leas social- 
istic talk than ten years ago, I grant yon ; that is 
because the translation of sentiment into fact has 
b^un." 

" Sentiment does n't re-create the world," said 
Mr. Mervyn. 

*' Not when it nms amnck against the law of the 
universe. Bnt the mere external march of things 
proves that this is n't the case now. Socialistic sen- 
timent on the contrary coincides with an arising 
neoeaaity. When you find," Fei^^uson went on 
thoaghtfuUy, " that the forces of self-interest and of 
eompimction are tending the same way, yon may be 
pretty sure that they make for the reality of the 
future." 

Silence fell on the group. 

" Mind you," Ferguson went on presently, " I 've 
Bud nothing about times and seasons ; nor am I in 
the least hurry, altbongb " — he chuckled at some 
reminiscenoe — "I was in my youth. Indeed, I see 
great danger that these unmoral economic forces 
may cany us on too fast, and impose socialism on 
a world unripe for it. Then, to be sure, you will 
have your bureaucracy and corruption and all the 
rest, leading to the capture of the situation by two 
modem autocrats, the expert and the capitalist. 
But the way out is n't, as I see it, to throw one's self 
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into the conservative reaction, strong thongh that 
promises to be, far less " — and here he bent his 
expressive, ugly face straight on Philip Mervyn's 
lean brown visage — " far less to assume the 
astounding role of the disgusted indifferent, which 
seems popular among certain of you young Ameri- 
cans. It behooves us to help forward with all the 
vigor we possess the moral transformation which is 
surely under weigh, running a race with the un- 
moral — democracy fraternal, as opposed to demo- 
cracy plutocratic. It depends on you, and you, and 
me," again he scowled with tremendous earnestness 
on Mervyn, " which gets ahead ; whether the de- 
mocracy of the future is organized fellowship or 
organized greed. For my part " — his arms were 
clasped behind his head, and the expressive face 
scintillated with enei^ — " for my part, I 've done 
with spinning theories, and with criticism and spec- 
ulation, I throw myself into the world as it is, and 
try to push it along toward the world I want it to 
be," 

" Is that why yon have accepted that position ia 
Finstorland, in spite of the criticisms of your 
party?" Hilda ventured timidly. 

" Why should he pay attention to them ? " cried 
Dorothy, breaking a long silence. " They were as 
unkind as they were untrue." 

" Xot unkind in the least, my dear," her husband 
returned deliberately, " but certainly, as it happens, 
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antme. My socialism deepeoB with the years. But 
I am no longer contented simply to annoonoe it. I 
wish to work toward it, although work involve many 
a compromise. Three things I see : the present order, 
in the inmiortal words oi D<^herry, is most tolerable 
and not to be endured; it won't be altered in a 
buny ; and toward the new cooperative order, which, 
in all probability, I am never to behold, 1 shall work 
do^edly, and oheerily, till the end of my days." * 

At Fergnson's direct torn to him, a moment be- 
fore, a dark finsh had mounted slowly to Philip 
Merryn's face. It had died away, leaving him as 
always, sallow, sardonic, and sad. 

" The sooialinn of your theories will never come 
to pass," he said in a tone of depressed convic- 
tion. 

" Who cares whether it does or not ? " exclaimed 
Ferguson, and then, half penitently, noting the sur- 
prise of his hearers, " I b^ your pardon ; I did care 
once, — care as I cared for life itself. But I've 
learned wisdom. I look at socialism as I look at 
religion. It is a stream of tendency, the resultant 
of converging forces at work below the social sur- 
face, making toward an nnknowa goaL It bears as 
toward the future. We may ignore it if we will ; 
or we may throw ourselves into it and help it on. 
This last is what the children of the future do, 
— the beyond-men, — those fortunate miserable 
people who respond to impulses as yet inoperative 
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in the mass, see visions as yet eontradicted by fact, 
move in a moral world too narrow for them, against 
which they constantly hurt thentselreB. You know 
what I mean," he added suddenly, turning to Hilda. 
" You were bom a child o£ the future." 

" I," cried Dorothy, rising swiftly as she spoke, 
and stretching out her arms to the illimitable 
waters, " I am a child of the past." 

Her lips were smiling, Mid only Hilda recognized 
the hitter accent of confession in her words. So 
beautiful a woman as Dorothy — never more beau- 
tiful than now, as her dark eyes and blowing waves 
of h^r glowed against the westering light — might 
say anything. Earnest as the others had been, not 
one of them, unless it were Hilda, perceived, far 
less resented, the egotistic note intruded on their 
high imaginings. 

" You are a mother, my dearest," s^d Ferguson, 
gazing at his lovely wife with all but adoring rever- 
ence. " Motherhood creates the future." 

A murmur of heartfelt assent rose from O'Hagan 
and Mervyn. The women were still ; but Dorothy, 
unsatisfied, sighed herself into silence. 

Hilda, yet moved by Lawrence's unexpected turn 
to her, was reluctant to repose ou the dramatic 
coomionplace. She spoke in a moment. 

" It is very uncomfortable to be a child of the 
future ; one does n't know what to do in the present. 
What do you advise ? " She found herself waiting 
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with absurd eagemesB for Ferguson's answer. " To 
* sit, and watch the future come ' ? Or to hold one's 
life of actiou and of prophecy apart ? " 

" A far more difficult thing than either," he 
replied. " That is, to hve the life of the fature in 
the present. 

" Oh, the idealists of old had an easy time of it I " 
he went on, a bit sadly, — speaking out, as all his 
listeners felt, hb full mind more clearly than he had 
yet done ; " confident as they were that their own 
eyes might behold the desire of their hearts. If the 
apostles had not expected the second coming of 
Christ in their own day, Christianity would never 
have g^ed its impetus ; if historic consciousness 
had been strong at the end of the eighteenth century, 
democracy would never have gotten under weigh. 
No Shelley could run his career to-day. We can't 
nourish ourselves on delusion any longer, — and I 
suppose we ought to be grateful. We are too 
strongly conscious of the scale and slow process of 
historic change. What is laid upon us is to worh 
with unfaltering devotion toward the lai^ social 
ends we see as good, while we know the achieve- 
ment of those ends to be indefinitely remote, and 
know also that when they come they may wear an 
aspect strange to us. No, — it is not easy. It would 
be terribly easy, on the other baud, to slip back into 
the fatalism of consecrating our life to unrelated 
duties in detail." 
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" Do you call that fatalism ? " Philip Merryn 
spoke for onoe without a tinge of cynicism in bis 
manner. " I don't. It is not my idea of fatalism to 
do one's duty humbly and patiently, toward one's 
family, one's profession, and one's natural environ- 
ment, leaving to the law which shapes our rough- 
hewn ends the future destiny of men," 

Dorothy cast a glance of quick sympathy at the 
speaker, and Hilda thought in a flash how well- 
matched through their conception of life would have 
been this man and woman, touching each other for 
a brief moment in the swift drama of events, and 
drawn together by no personal attraction. Well I 
Dorothy was married to Lawrence, — and Philip 
Mervyn loved Janet Frothingham, whose passionate 
n^ations, of so different a type from his own, only 
accentuated the well-bred discouragement with 
things in general in which the young lawyer passed 
his days. It was useless to try to make a son of 
the future out of Mervyn. How admirable a son 
of the present he might, under happier influences, 
liave become I 

Meanwhile, Ferguson was answering Philip, with 
a respectful gentleness unusual to him. 

" You are quite right," he was saying ; " I should 
not have called the attitude you outline fatalistic. 
It is simply that of the children of die present, 
and it has a nobility of its own. Most of our best 
professional men and of our moral leaders are 
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children of the present. The great fault of us 
radicala — your brilliant yoong friend Miss Froth- 
ingham is an instance in point, Miss Lathrop — is 
the tone of impatience and contempt which we are 
tempted to assume toward these admirable men and 
women. It is they who preserve the moral level 
already reached by the race ; they hold the la^^ards 
of an earner st^e up to the best accepted ideals of 
purity, generosity, business honor, family devotion. 
Ah I We could never dispense with the children of 
the present." 

When Father Phillips had summed up his social 
ideal in the word " Harmony," Hilda had remem- 
bered her mother's exquisite voice uttering the 
same word to a landscape of memories, - — with 
how different a connotation ! Now, Lawrence Fer- 
guson's lai^ outlook filled her with the pleasant 
sense of a fellowship wide enough to include even 
those from whom she had felt herself most sorrow- 
fully divided. 

" A dear friend long ^o rebuked me almost in 
your words," said she. " I have been slow to recog- 
nize how just she was." 

Fei^Bou nodded ; he had risen, and was looking 
out across the waters. 

" Yet, after all," he went on, " I think you can't 
quite dispense with the children of the future 
either. Poor things ! They blunder badly enough. 
They dcm't understand themselves, and nobody else 
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Duderstatids them. They do not b^D to play as 
useful a part in. the exiatiiig order as the children 
of the present. Injiistioe to the dignity of the actual 
is their great defect, and it ofton naakes them bitter, 
not against individuals alone. All their activities 
are tentative, all their convictions riddled with 
inconsistencies. Yet through them work the impel- 
ling forces that carry us onward." 

" f^ne phrases," pressed Hilda. " Now tell me 
what 4^y are to do." 

" But that is just what th^ have to discover for 
themselves," Ferguson returned ; " are they not 
moral explorers ? And I assure you they have no 
easy task. Their work is to live so far as may be 
as members of the socialist state, in a society still 
antagonbtic to socialism. In a world where de- 
mocracy is just beginning to stir, they will feel their 
adventurous way to the true life of brotherhood : 
in a world where the divisions of privilege are un- 
just they will accept such privileges only as would 
in their opinion be open to all if justice obtained. 
Simplicity of life — democracy of practice — will 
be their watehwords. As to the special work they 
undertake, — there 's hardly a function in modem ■ 
society which is n't capable of a democratic trans- 
formation that would shape it into an entirely new 
likeness. Think for instence of the opportunities 
for the artists who sacrifice their ambitions for great 
personal creation, and ally themselves with the 
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people, aimmg as Morris did to build up that solid 
foundation in the industrial arts without which they 
tell me that high art never has flourished. — Think 
of the journalist.". . . 

But here Hilda's attention wandered, — a rare 
thing for her when Ferguson talked. When she 
oame out of her dream, he was concluding : — 

" Sacrifice is at a discount in modem socaety ; 
ardent souls go to the confines of the civilized world 
in search of the chance for it. Fools I Calvary is 
always close to the metropolis. I im^ine that we 
shall never again see martyiB of the pure idea. 
Thought is fi«e ; that battle is won, for the Anglo- 
Saxon races though not for the Jja-tina. But when 
tite need fw martyrs is over, time shall be over too. 
The SODS of the future will be martyrs of the idea 
strug^ing into fact. To join this noble army is the 
aodftlisto' prayer." 



As Hilda sat li^ her window that evening, bath- 
ing thirsty body and soul in the sharp, keen fragrance 
of the sea, a paper was handed her. Dorothy had 
^own her otiier verses in the same handwriting in 
the days gone by ; love-verses, delicately enamoured, 
far more beautiful than these. She lulled her spirit 
to a sad content as she read, and read again : — 
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TO A LISTENING PEIEND 
Id Tain tbs rsstleu tidal paasioD heaves, 
YeanuDg to bring refreduueut ta the shore : 
In Tain the vaves their fragrant gifta autponr 
On arid Bands ; thoDgh nov » hceaker leavea 
High mark Tietaiiona, soon the oeean grieves 
As distant grovs the low ud sollen loar 
Of ebblDg- anrge ; one hope, foraTennore 
"niwarted, renevsd, that wearj heait deoeiTca. 

Ha watere moan defeated ; yet their end, 
Their halj end, nnwitting they attain ; 

At Heaven's call, their siurila iwift aaoend 

And bless die land with inorease ; freah and free, 

The wind that vinnova their meet bitter pain 
O'ei earth's hot nas breathes ooean's pniitj. 
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SEW DEPABTUBE8 

There were signs of a flitting in Hilda's qnarteis. 
Pioturee were taken down, burnished copper pots 
gleamed from the packing-boxes, and the tenement, 
house was ^ain in clear evidence. Suddenly struck 
with dreariness, Hilda turned her back on the con- 
fusion and ran downsturs, to join the group of 
friends gathered for a last chat around the steaming 
samovar. 

The settlem^it, which had seemed so daring a 
finality two years ^o, had long since become to her 
thought only a halfway house. Her loyalty was 
deep toward this friendly shelter that awaited the 
social pilgrim in his bleak journey across civiliza- 
tion. She knew how many were encouraged to un- 
dertake that journey through the knowledge that the 
amenities of hf e need not be left behind by the trav- 
eller in the city wilderness ; to be hostess in such 
a hostelry seemed to her one of the posts of clearest 
value in this bewildered world. Nor did she ignore 
the significance of the settlement as a meeting- 
ground for the forces of reform. But for herself, — 
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she was wayfarer ever and the time of her Bojoum.< 
ing was ended. 

Father Phillips had spoken truly, however, when 
he told her that return to her past was impossible. 
Her mother, after over twenty years of widowhood, 
bad surprised her circle of friends by marrying that 
kindly, wealthy, and Philistine gentleman, her cousin, 
Mr. Howard Brown. Delicately pathetic as ever 
in aspect, she still bore herself with the air of <me 
who mingled with the world by compulsion ; and 
the world in conBequenoe adored her. Toward her 
direct and forceful daughter, Mrs. Howard Brown 
carried herself in a manner half tender, half re- 
proachful ; the affection between them was un- 
broken ; but her marriage snapped the last tie of 
duty that bound Hilda to old associations. Now, by 
what path should she go forward ? 

Her old fervid desire to form one creed, and cling 
to it as a finality, had died away. It bad been a 
desire rendered forever futile by a native largeness 
of vision, and by a trying which had imbued her 
with consciousness of the unspeakable complexity 
of life. The revealing powers, alas I show us clearly 
enough the shining Alp of the perfect right, but 
set no guide-post to help us among the tangle of 
paths at it« base. But Hilda had ceased to quarrel 
with uncertainty. She was content at last to choose 
and follow, witii cheer, if not with assurance, a beck- 
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oning trail, — aw»« that explorers are many, and 
that the radiant height survires the failure of the 
genemtions, " Live in the strength of hope," had 
said Father Phillips, and Lawrenoe Fei^uson echo- 
ing him: " We believe that we are one witii the tend- 
ency which beet promisee to bear the race onward, 
and we help it aa we may." A mystic convictirai 
that tjie vast forces which carry along the peoples, 
cany the individual also, had brought Hilda conso- 
lation ; less l^ thinking than l^ the simjdification 
of living, and by opening her spirit to the experience 
of the whole, her solution had come to her. After 
years of speculation and years of experiment, she 
dared at last to take the great word Socialism wit^ 
confidence upon her lips, — not as a dogma of the 
end to be achieved, but as a description of the pro- 
cess to be furthered. If toward the greater word, 
Christiani^, she remained silent, through profound 
distrust of the Church in history and in the modem 
world, nevertheless the image of a Leader of men 
dwelt in the secret places of her soul. 

She was not the only person who stood that after^ 
noon at the parting of the ways. Probably only a 
settlement could have brought together and held so 
long in close relations the little group that gathered 
around the samovar. Jessie Bancroft indeed had left 
them, — married, almost a year gone by, to a vigor- 
ous auburn-haired yoimg reformer, head of a Peo- 
ple's Institute not far away. But the other friends 
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were all there, — Henrietta Morse, Mildred, Mr. 
MervTii, Mr. O'Hagan, canght in an interval be- 
tween labor committees, ajid, altbough working- 
hours were going on, gentle Katie Donovan. 

" Westward Ho I " called a gay voice at the door, 
and Janet Frothingham entered tbe room, throwing 
off her wraps with a' gesture as full of vitality as 
ever. Her step was a trifle less elastic than of old, 
but her beauty still ^wed triumphant over sadness 
and fatigue. " I've accepted the offer." 

"Janet! " cried Hilda almost reptoaohfully. 

"What offer?" queried Mr. Mervyn sharply, 
forgetting bis usual drawl. 

" The die is cast," answered the girl, half soberly, 
hfjf lightly ; " I 'm not going to spend my days 
any longer fighting against impossible odds for a 
dubious end ; I devote myself no more to creating 
a decent environment for scattered individuals, 
while forty-nine fiftieths remain indecent stilL No 
more classes and dubs and gymnasia and coffee- 
rooms for me. I 'm going to have my fling at con- 
ditions, I 'm going to cut at the roots of the evil, 
I am going to Colorado to edit ' The Anarchist 
Banner.' " 

She looked around a bit defiantly. It was Mr. 
O'Hagan who took up her challenge. " Will that 
Simpson be there?" he asked, — putting the ques- 
tion on which none of the more higbly oi^anized 
could have ventured. 
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Janet's eyes were oool and unabashed. "No," 
she made answer ; " Mr. Simpson secured the posi- 
tion for me, and has made my arrangements. But 
in all probability I shall never see him again. He 
is going — " she cheeked herself. 

Philip Mervyn heaved an involuntary sigh, — 
half relief, half distress. It is more or less comfort- 
ing to know that the man whom you distrust is to 
be removed from the woman you love; but the 
comfort is mixed when you realize that however 
distant he be in body, his infiuence has passed like 
a transforming Ught or shadow over the Iiuidscape 
of her life. 

" You do not mean to say that you will adopt the 
ideas of Mr. Simpson and preach anarchism?" 
Henrietta Morse queried with polite amazement. 

"Why not?" — a white miseiy settled on the 
^rl's face. *' All I know is that this hideous torpor 
of assurance must be shaken from men's souls. 
Season apparently won't do it; a little violence 
might. I am well aware that violence is the illogical 
expression of despair. I have given up lo^o." 

*' You are playing with fire." Philip Mervyn 
spoke with an abrupt accent that startled his 
hearers. 

" Keep your distance then, — and 'ware the 
flame," was Janet's swift retort. 

And in the glance that passed between them, the 
bystanders, their friends, gained sudden insight into 
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the tense sitnatioa of these two honest spirits, — 
boond together by love, divided by the fatality of 
temperament and conviction. Despite Janet Froth- 
ingham's personal distaste for Simpson, the man 
had mastered her intellectual nature ; despite the 
attraction which she could not resist toward the 
young lawyer, with his moral cleanliness, his mental 
clearness, and his chivalric devotion, she could 
never harmonize her life to his. She knew well 
that he was quietly ready to sacrifice prospects, 
home, profession, to follow her to the ends of the 
earth if so be he might win her favor, and the 
knowledge touched her inexpressibly ; but all the 
forces of rectitude in her nature were arrayed 
against marrying him. What would he the end (rf 
their strange relation? Ko outcome, it seemed to 
Hilda and to Mildred, could be otherwise than 
charged with tragedy. Had either possessed a posi- 
tive f^th, glowing, magnetic, there might at least 
have been room for hope that the other might be 
in time drawn within its cheer ; but their cold 
spheres moved in difierent orbits, the fires of the 
one burnt out, the other yearning to be kindled at 
cosmic iires not yet lighted. Was not such un- 
compromising idealism as theirs an undemocratic 
luxury? Hilda pondered, and turned away from 
the unanswered question with a refreshing memory 
of Ferguson on his way to Finsterland. 

The tension lasted for a moment only. Philip 
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Mervyn's feeling manifested itself nsually in true 
Benedict-fasliion by systematio snubs. 

"Ton will agitato for Debs, I presume?" he 
questioned; "or, no, I forgot; Debs is of yester- 
day." 

" I am not likely to ag;itate mnch in behalf of 
anything," answered Janet. '* I expect to spend my 
energies in attack, not in defence." 

" A useful occupation ! " muttered Mervyn. 

** It is the only one I can be honest in," retorted 
Janet briefly, with an electrical flash of feeling. 

And her hearers knew that she spoke her real 
conviction. Hilda had come to love deeply, as many 
others did, the brilliant, sad, and seeming flippant 
woman. Only the day before ehe had seen Janet 
kneeling in a passion of sorrowful pity, the hot tears 
streaming down her cheeks, over the cradle of a 
dying blind baby, whose wizened body was an 
epitome of social disaster. She never forgot that 
scene in years to come, when her path and Janet's 
had separated far. Behind the agitator of notorious 
repute, she knew the rational, grieving woman ; 
knew that Janet was actuated by no shallow instinct 
of intellectual revolt, entertained at its own audacity, 
but by deep, steady, inward loathing of civilization 
as it is. 

" Don't do yourself* injustice," she said gently. 
*'Tou know you wouldn't edit this paper if you 
did not honestly believe in collectivism." 
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" Well, yes," aseented Janet, putting her head 
on one side ; " I believe in it bo long as there is no 
danger of our getting there. I mean," she went on 
more soberly, with a real effort to explain, " I do 
think the collectivist ideal the most sensible, eco- 
nomic, just, thftt men have conceived. But I fear 
it would be a terrible failure could one impose it 
full grown on a crude civilization like ours. 1 am 
afraid I think that only in a society which has 
ripened under aristocratic influences can socialism 
of any type be a good thing. As Arnold said long 
ago, social equality is the ideal condition, but it 
becomes a desirable practical aim only when stand- 
ards of excellence have become so intuitive that 
levelling can be up, not down. Abstractly, I be- 
lieve in socialism ; practically, I fear that in modem 
America it would be a disaster; but I wfmt to 
preach it, for I think it a good thii^ to set before 
people." 

" I know you are sincere, Jajiet," reflected Mil- 
dred ; " but I 'm glad I don't have to go through 
such a coil before I can live my solution." 

" I suppose there 's not much danger that yon 
will hasten the day of tujarohism with undue rapid- 
ity," said Mervyn dryly. " Mky I ask the nze of 
your organ?" 

Janet's eyes danced. " It is very small," she ac- 
knowledged ; " there are three others in the state. 
One is for single tax, one for public ownership, the 
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other, — I fo^t the other. We are chiefly occn- 
pied with snapping at one another." 

" Yours may live two or three years," said Mr. 
Mervyn with conviction. « You will hit the hardest. 
You are snre to make it clever." 

" I expect to do bo," returned Janet calmly. " I 
intend you to write for it." 

A curious light flashed into the young lawyer's 
face. " Very well^" he replied, and there was sub- 
dued exaltation in his tones ; " truth to tell, I am 
thinking myself of moving to Colorado." 

Janet saw her false move, and flushed, while an 
amused silence fell on the group ; it was broken by 
MisB Morse, the only person present ignorant of 
the situation. 

"Do you i-ealize," she said politely, "the kind 
of people you are joining? Ten years ago they 
were trying little communistic experiments ; to-day, 
they are editing little communist papers. Their 
motives are good, but the cranks can't help on 
the serious cause of social reform. What use do 
you expect to be ? " 

" My father was an abolitionist," returned Janet 
briefly. " I imagine he beard plenty of talk like 
yours in his day." 

Henrietta was silenced ; like most of us, she cher- 
ished a reverence for many cranks — when they 
were dead. 

"To become the fanatic," commented Mervyn 
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viUi ondifigQised feeliug, "mTolves a tragedy of 
intellect." 

"To remain the observer," retorted Janet, "in- 
volves a tragedy of conscience." 

" I understand Janet's action very well," said Mil- 
dred sadly. " I waa myself at one time very near 
makiDg the final abandonment of reason in another 
way — by entering tbe Roman communion." 

Janet's gesture shook off the distasteful parallel, 
but she did not discuss it. " I have no illusions," 
she said gravely. "I choose to associate myself 
with the intellectual outcasts of the community. 1 
see that road of compromise which you call rational 
effort clearly enough, but my feet refuse to tread it 
any longer. You need not pity me. After all, as I 
read history, the gadfly role has not been without 
value. , Come with me, Hilda," she added suddenly, 
turning to one sympathetic face in the room. But 
Hilda shook her head. 

".is for Mildred," Janet went on, taking her 
revenge, " there is no use in asking her. You can't 
make a radical out of a saint." 

MUdred looked far from saint-like at this speech. 
A not unbecoming rose of resentment ran up into 
the roots of her hair. She bit her lip and was 
silent. 

"Mildred isn't in the least a saint," laughed 
Hilda. " At least, if a saint has to practise unre- 
stricted resignation to things as they are. She bates 
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onr ciTilization as mucii as yoa do. Mildred dear, 
we may never be all together again ; tell us your 
plans. Yes," — as the fiudi deepened again on Mil- 
dred's brow, — "I think you oi^ht." 

Deeds were easier than words to Mildred, bat 
when it was a case of wibiess-bearing, the strings 
of her tongue were unloosed. Besides, she had stood 
shoulder to shoulder with these comrades through 
many troublous days, and she loved them one and 
all, Janet not least. 

" I 'm afraid " — there was a little meek malice 
in her glance — "I never should have courage to 
go about reforming things in general, as Janet 
intends to do. I am a very modest person ; 
I shall have quite enough to do with reforming 
myself." 

"A familiar cry" — Janet spoke a little more 
scornfully than was needf ul ; ' " the sootbing-symp 
of the indolent." 

" Janet, don't spar," interposed Hilda, and Mil- 
dred retorted with spirit : — 

" To ref onn one's self to-day implies more than the 
application of truisms ; it means experiment with 
new virtues." 

" New virtues ! " droned Mr. Mervyn. " I sup- 
posed virtues, at least, had not altered since the 
pyramids, — or the decalogue." 

" New applications, then," said Mildred. " Do 
you think the race paused with ' Thou shalt not ' ? 
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Look at hiBtorj ; jon will see the moral sense ex- 
ploring new regions in every social order, and con- 
quering the automatic tracts of activity, so to speak, 
gradu^y for itself. To be good to-day implies dis- 
coveiy and practice of a new moral code arising 
from the modern intuition of solidarity. It means 
deliberate and often painful pioneer effort to rec<^- 
nize, and then to escape, social sin." 

*' Which you can't do," mourned Janet, — " sinoe 
it clings to every garment woven under the present 
industrial system." 

" Yes, I know," — Mildred's assent came swiftly. 
"We can't escape the burden of the communal 
gnilt What is more, it would be selfish to try to. 
That is what my years here have taught me. When 
I came, I had the expectation of separating myself 
from the evil world some day in a religious order ; 
that seems to me now a false spiritual luxury. I am 
not going to cut myself off from God's great miser- 
able, sinning world. We agree there, Janet." 

All listened amazed to Uus outpouring of oon- 
fidenoe from the reticent Mildred. 

« No I I stay in the world and bear the burden 
of its sin with my brothers, — and my Lord. But 
only so far as I must, on pain of forfeiting fellow- 
ship. So far as personal power and choice can go, 
I mean, without separating myself from humanity, 
to lead the right life, the Christian life. Janet, 
without preaching socialism, I 'm going to live it. 
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Stnught away, now. Why not? Solvitur ambn- 
lando I " 

Mildred looked meny, mysterious, and very sweet. 

"Are you founding a cooperative colony, Mil- 
dred?" laughed Janet. "If yon'U start it in 
Colorado, I '11 live there. And I hope you 11 make 
better towels, if towels are to be your industry, 
than those slazy ones we got from the Christian 
Socialists in Tennessee." 

Mildred shook her head. " Those towels — and 
other things — discouraged me. I am not going — 
to use your pet word — to monkey with produce 
tion. My friends who are to be with me and I 
know just enough about it to know that we would 
better leave it alone. But granted our HmitationB, 
it seems to me that there is something for ns to 
do. To organize one's private life, especially in 
regard to consumption, on a really Christiiui basis, 
on cooperative lines, seems to me worth while. I 
think it yet more worth while if a group of people 
will do that thing together, and let their results 
and ideals be generally known. That is what we 
plan — a half dozen of us. We have taken a house 
on Allen Street, round the comer here, and we 
mean to live there in a little community and make 
ourselves necessary to the district." 

"I don't see that you are doing anything bnt 
start a new settlement on a recognized religious 
basis," Btiid Janet. 
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" Well, yes," returned Mildred. " Only a reli- 
gions settlement wishes to convert its neighbors; 
we, as I said, hope to convert ourselves." 

A chuckle from O'Hagan surprised the com- 
pany. He had been moved only to yawns during 
Janet's talk, but now his eyes rested curiously on 
Mildred. 

" In the middle ages," the girl went on, *' the 
characteristic sins of society were those of violence ; 
people who wished to escape from their bondage 
emphasized the opposite virtues of non-resistance 
and withdrew into cloisters. The characteristic sin 
to-day is that of greed ; it dominates society and 
threatens the Church. What is the way of freedom 
for the Christian? My friends and I believe that 
it is the way of voluntary poverty. But the pov- 
erty must not be the kind that insults God's love 
by scorning His ^fts, as that of an earlier time too 
often did ; it must be the kind that springs from 
love, and brings peace to those who know brother- 
hood. The times are quite ripe for a new service of 
St. ^Francis' lady. We must avoid asceticism on 
the one hand as much as luxury on the other. We 
dedicate ourselves to the utmost simplicity of life 
compatible with health and Joy. Hilda, you have 
told me that your mother believed that the end of 
life was to discover the art of living ; and I liked 
the thought. My companions and I are going to 
seek the art of Christian living in an age with 
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new «onditioii8 which force hb to shape that art 
anew." 

Catching sight of Janet's sceptical face Mildred 
ehanged to a more practical tone. 

" Most of OS have qnite a little money. Perhaps 
none of you know that I am rather a rich woman 
myself. I have about ten thousand dollars a year. 
I don't know how much I shall have to spend on 
Uimg as I plan, — that is what I have to find out. 
But I should think not over a thousand, perhaps 
less." 

Mr. O'Hagan, who had been stretching hia great 
limbs comfortably in a Morris chair, sat up sud- 
denly. 

*' That I should hear any one with ten tbonsand 
a year propose to live on t«i hundred I " he ex- 
<daimed. " You won't do it. 'T ain't American I " 

" It is Christian," Mildred answered, smiling. 

"Show me that kind of Chrbtianity and 1*11 
believe in it" 

*< That," returned Mildred very quietly, but with 
a light in her eyes, " is just what we mean to do." 

'*And when our experiment is finished," she 
went on presently, " and we have found out a little 
more about essentials and non-essentials, — well, — 
we have our dreams." 

She hesitated, but catching sight of Katie Dono- 
van's eager eyes fixed upon her, prearaitly went on : 

*' Dreams are safe ; mine is of a fellowship of 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



NEW DEPARTURES 309 

ChriHtian people, not withdrawing from the world, 
but pledged to strict simplicity of life, with definite 
limitation of ezpenditnre, — the pledge will not 
be sentimental, but concrete and explicit, and to 
social service — simply a third order of St. Francis, 
modernized." 

Katie's eyes were shining. '* Do you know," she 
buret out, " what yon will be doing for the poor 
working-people? You will be showing them how 
the tme riches is Inside, not outside. What chance 
have they to know it when all the rich people tiiey 
know that speak soft and bare fine feelings live 
in big houses and spend most all their incomes on 
themselves ? I never understood till I knew Miss 
Lathrop what it really meant to be rich." 

" I suppose you will be a church organization ? " 
asked Mr. Mervyn. 

Mildred shook her bead. " Our strength is from 
the Church. Our desire is to feel and show her 
power, transforming our life ; but we shall seek no 
official sanction. You see," she went on, brooding, 
" so many things have been killed by official sanc- 
tion. I don't agree with Janet that the conven- 
tional expressions of Christianity retard real social 
progress. She thinks them a delusion of the devil, 
I believe. I think them the real work of a Divine 
Spirit, but of that spirit hampered by the spirit of 
the world. I don't want any compromise about our 
little society. I want it to be an expression of 
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Cbristiaiiity abaolute. Oh," she kindled as she went 
on, " it 18 redemption accompliated, it is freedom 
tliat we long for, that we shall Bhow to others. Ours 
is the way of salvation ; aU who watch ue tread in 
it will see that it is the way of happiness." 

" Happiness I " said Janet half wistfully, half 
scornfully, as if the word were a far cry of which 
her sorrowful soul oould hardly catch the echo. 

"Yes, happiness." Mildred's cheeks were a 
deeper pink. " Of course the burden of the com- 
munal guilt will still rest upon us ; of course we 
shall live at the heart of the world's sorrow. But 
we shaU have joined the blessed company of those 
meek who inherit the earth." 

" I believe," Hilda spoke slowly, thinking, " that 
a great many will come to you. There are throngs 
of souls ill at ease, sitting as it seems to them in 
darkness and the shadow of death, who wait for 
just the summons that you will speak." 

A deep tendemesB was in the look that Mildred 
bent upon her friend. 

" Come with us, Hilda," she breathed with an 
intensity of longing in her tone. 

But Hilda shook her head, though her face 
softened. Janet had been her chosen intellectual 
comrade during her stay in the city wilderness, but 
Mildred was the companion of her heart. 

" I should be happy," said Janet demurely, yet 
with an undercurrent of. appeal, " to welcome yon 
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to Colorado, Miss Lathrop, as aasistaat editor of 
the ' Anarchist Banner.' " 

But Hilda shook her head again, smiling, while 
Mr. Merryn exclaimed, "Yon have offered that 
place once already, and it has been accepted. Are 
these your business methods ? " 

"I shall have to flock by myself," said Hilda 
half hghtly, half aadly. " Perhaps I may end with 
you, Mildred, if you will take a perilous infidel into 
your fold. But I 'm not ready yet. Mr. O'Hagan," 
she added with a sudden turn, " what do you think 
of all these schemes ? " 

The labor leader's face had been looking now 
grim, now amused. 

<' WelI-11," he said slowly when thus appealed to, 
>< as for Miss Frothingham's socialism, — I have n't 
any use for socialism, as I see it, because the 
socialists they quarrel among themselves worst of 
any folks there be ; but I guess her socialism is n't 
going to do anybody no harm, and there 's no doubt 
it'll be spicy reading. Miss Ellis's schemes are 
very pretty to hear her tell of. But, see here, what 
I want to know is, where does the labor movement 
come in ? How are you proposing to free the work- 
ers ? That 's what I say. Nothing else but what is 
just amusing yourself. A shorter working-day — 
industrial justice — that 's what is needed. Get 
better conditions for the workers; you've heard 
me say it before, you 'II hear me say it again. It 's 
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the only thing that goes to the root and purges the 
eystem. The rest is all quaok remedies and won't 
ever fell the tree." 

Mr. O'Hagan's grim earnestness expelled all 
desire to smile at his metaphors from every one but 
the irrepreasihle Janet. Desirous of a diversion 
she strolled over to Katie Donovan and pinched her 
cheek. 

"I should like to know what this wise little 
head has to say about it," she smiled. " Which of 
us youi^ women you Ve known at Langley House 
do you think is likely to do moat to solve the social 
problem ? " 

They all expected the delicate head to turn 
swiftly to Katie's bek>ved Mtas Lathrop, and per^ 
haps Hilda herself experienced a touch of oh^;rin 
when Katie's roply came. 

"She isn't here," the girl spoke with a hint of 
mischief. "It's Mrs. Carroll — Miss Jessie Ban- 
croft. The woman who does the most is the woman 
who makes the right kind of a home." 

Mr. O'Hi^an and Mr. Merryn enrprised each 
other in nodding ettnultaneous assent and desisted 
a bit guiltily. 

" And hers is &e right kind," Katie went on. 
" It 's here in Lincoln Street, and it 's — it 's sort of 
heavenly. When T seen her the other day coming 
into her sweet parlor with her baby in her arms 
and her hair all fluffy, she looked just like the pio- 
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tures of the madonna. And she said to me, ' Katie,' 
she says, ' Mr. Carroll and I vant this whole neigh- 
borhood to be happier becanse we are so happy.' I 
felt holy as I looked at her." 

A little sigh hovered on the lips of all the sin- 
gle women present except Mildred. Mr. Meryyn 
glanced half involuntarily at Janet, who slowly 
colored a trifle. Or was it hie imagination? For 
she was speaking incsisiTely to Hilda. 

'< Your turn now, my dear ; what toe yon going 
to do." 

" Katie knows," smiled Hilda, and the lanndry- 
girl's dreamy face kindled. 

*' We want to know too." 

<> I don't eare to say much about it," said Hilda 
quietly. " Don't be afraid," she added ; " I will 
keep the lines of communication open." 

Her friends waited expectant, and she went on, 
with lecolleotion strong upon her of the hour when 
she had wrenched herself asunder from her peace- 
ful academio world, and had set her feet in the 
nntrodden paths which led, she trusted* to the 
Land of Reality and the City of BroUierhood. Had 
her trust been warranted? Had her feet indeed 
reached the sacred stones of that city ? The light 
touch of Katie Donovan's hand was on hers as she 
spoke. 

*' X mean to return to my profession." 

*' What ! " cried Janet sharply ; but Mildred only 
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smiled into her friend's face with loving confidence, 
and Katie's fingers tightened round her own. 

" An honest trade is too useful a thing to aban- 
don. My old friends were right when they urged 
that point of view on me. All my beat years were 
given to traimng in art ; my place is in its ser- 
vice." 

*' Hear, hear ! " cried Mr. Merryn ; and Janet 
really looked troubled. 

" Are you going back to painting or to teaching 
art ? " she queried. 

^'Neither. I should think you would know, 
Janet," — Hilda spoke with an accent of slight 
reproach, — " that I could never be happy in a 
pursuit which ministered only to the privileged! 
My place is with the workers. But it is with those 
workers who are the servants of beauty." 

"Beauty?" murmured Janet; "while people 
starve ? " 

" Yes," answered Hilda eoun^eously. " Shall we 
be wiser than the force that year^ produces the 
spring despite all human pain ? May we claim to 
be more tender? Mildred could urge this better 
than I ; but even I feel dimly, and die feeling has 
brought me great peace, that since the universal 
order does not weary of creating beauty ever anew 
in a world tormented and stained, we most not 
weary either. Do you know what has taught me 
this?" she laughed a little. " The tree in the back 



3,a,l,zc.bvG00gIC 



NEW DEPARTURES 316 

yard ! I see at last that my duty is to deepen and 
quicken the sense of beauty in America. And so," 
Edie concluded more lightly, " I am going to disap- 
pear," 

Hilda's quietude was gone, a radiant expression 
of compelling gaye^ replaced the sad lucidity that 
usually marked her face. 

"What are you going to disappear into, if we 
may ask ? " said Miss Morse. 

Hilda did not reply directly; she turned to 
Janet. 

" Something you said in my first week here 
about gifts of the different races that compose the 
new America made a deep impression oq me. 
Ever since I have watched and studied these racial 
groups, and I agree with yon. Our immigrants, 
except the Hebrews, are weakest in the qualities 
of business efEcieni^ on which America puts a 
premium ; they are strongest in the human and 
(esthetic powers that too often betray them to eco- 
nomic disaster." 

She paused, and then went on abruptly : — 

" And 80, you see before you, my friends, a fac- 
tory-girl. No, I am not going simply to roam about 
in disguise for a few months and t&ke notes for 
m^azine artides. I am going seriously to learn 
various trades, and it will take me a long while. 
Katie is going with me," — Katie gave an ecstatic 
little gasp of acquiescence ; — " she will study the 
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trades with me, and Ma^e Mui^y will take care 
of us in the little home we mean to have, now here, 
now there." 

" Do you plan to suhsist on your wa^ as a fao- 
tory-hand? " asked Mr. Merryn. 

" Oh, no I " cried Katie impulsively ; " Miss L^ 
throp is n't used to that, you know. She 'd die I " 

" I iancy Katie is right," said Hilda, regretfully ; 
" other factoiy-girls can't live in any real sense on 
their wages ; 1 'm not sure I oould live at all. I 
shall have to leave the problem of consumption to 
Mildred, for I shall need my best strength. I am 
a practical person, not a sentimentalist, Mr. Mer^ 
vyn." 

" Very practical," said the lawyer, smiling a lit^ 
tie. " Also, an ardent reader of Tolstoi." 

" Yes, and in part a disciple," assented Hilda ; 
" but not wholly. I do believe at times that the 
intellectual classes, so-called, will never be healthy 
again until they return to a more natural life, 
including some productive labor with their hands. 
My belief is intermittent, however. But when it 
fails, another takes its place. If manual work is a 
blessing, not a curse, I want my share of it ; if it 
is a curse, not a blessing, I Ought to take my turn. 
I vibrate constantiy between these two points of 
view. But one or the other is true, and from either 
I see the same path before me — the path of the 
factory. 
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" But I 'm fortunate, you know," she went on 
blitbely, " in that the arte and the crafts lie very 
near together. No, I can't tell you any more clearly 
what I am going to do, I only know that I want 
to study, in practical detail, as exhaustively as I 
can, the possible field for handicraft in modem 
industry." 

" Your old medisevalism," mattered Janet scorn- 
fully. 

" Don't interrupt me ! — I was going on — and, 
more broadly, the real scope for creative lestfaetic im- 
pulse. No; I 'm not mediseval. I do not care to estab- 
lish small esoteric experiments which can never undo 
or defy the great conditions of manufacture which 
have come to Btay. But I 'm convinced that it will 
be a fruitful thing to make a close study of certain 
chosen industries, which have an icsthetic element, 
with a view of finding what adjustments would be 
necessary to make them educational, and delightful 
to the worker, and in what way the creative art im- 
pulse could be fostered in them. It is not mediseval 
to hold that we are not always to make cheapness 
the one end, and that, without discarding the help 
of machines, the task before tlie industry of the 
future is to discover how it is to be, in the largest 
and most practical sense, life-giving to the producer. 
It 's a large task, — I 'm a little person, — but the 
task needs many a votary ! " Hilda was pouring out 
her words with joyous energy. " Horror of our Indus- 
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trial oondittODB has deepened on me as I came near 
them," she concluded, " but I cannot content my- 
self with general theory " — she turned to Henrietta 
— " Btill less with general attack " — she glanced 
at Janet — " nor can I rest in Mildred's beautiful 
wm of establishing a righteous standard for the 
personal life in the new democracy. For I am an 
artist, and I must monkey, Janet, with production." 

" You won't monkey with it on a very lajge scale 
if you spend yonr time learning trades in detail," 
remarked Henrietta. 

" Wait," — Hilda was still speaking gayly ; 
" wait eight years, or ten. "Wait till I 've studied 
modem methods in dyeing, and weaving, and print 
ing, and — " she checked herself. " When I am 
forty years old, — perhaps earlier, — I hope to re- 
emerge. I b^;in to discern a fact hidden from the 
eye of youth, — that a great deal of life is yet be- 
fore one at forty. Mildred, perhaps I 'U come to live 
in your commumty then, — if I haven't a coopera- 
tive community myself. Mr. O'Hagan, aU the 
workers in my commonwealth shall belong to labor 
organizations." 

She fell into a muse, and ended half to herself : — 

" Strange I I used to believe that phrase of Thfe- 
phile Gautier's : " II n'y a de beau que ce qui ne 
aert a rien " ; and now I believe just the opposite. 
The beautiful only exists as found in use, as it 
springs from the common life of all and ministers 
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to the common life of all. That is the kind of 
beauty for the lack of which America perishes." 

Miss Abbott had come in unnoticed while Hilda 
was talking and stood listening, a look of pleasure 
on her quiet face. Mildred caught sight of her 
now ^id, turning swiftly, took the elder woman's 
bands in her own. 

"Langley House has revealed ns all to our- 
selves," she said. 

"And now," replied Miss Abbott, a little rue- 
fully, " just as the House is ready to stand for 
larger activities in civic reform, you are all leav- 
ing it ! " 

Compunction fell upon the three women. 

" But you are sending us out, dear Miss Abbott," 
said Hilda after a moment. " I shall always think 
of the Settlement as a kind of wateh-tower from 
which one sees the pathways leading to the Land 
of Hope," 

Miss Abbott's smile deepened a little, amuse- 
ment blending with the pleasure. 

" Have you forgotten using that figure to me six 
months ago?" she said. "Only then you turned 
it, ' This House is a wateh-tower from which one 
surveys a ruined world.' " 

Hilda laughed with the others. 

"I don't know how it is," she said, "but my 
whole outlook has changed. Six months ago Ameri- 
can civilization seemed hopeless to me. Wherever 
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without art is brutality.' Those words will be in- 
scribed over mj ' bottega ' some day, — if ever I 
get it. Yes, I am to be the servant of beauty, but 
beauty the creating of which shall bring life to 
many and which when created shall bring life to 
many more. I can't call myself a listener any 
longer," she concluded lightly once more, "after 
pouring out my mind to you in this way. Shall we 
all meet ten years from now and tell our tales ? " 

" Let US try," said Mildred. " A new century 
will soon dawn." 

" I will come if anarchism thrives enough to pay 
my expenses East," sighed Janet. 

But though they all laughed th^ hoped to keep 
the agreement ; for tried comrades do not part 
without a pang. 



Evening had gathered unheeded l^ the talkers ; 
the moon was full, and the one visitation of beauty 
which man cannot wholly exorcize, the light from 
heaven, bathed the bare room and the sordid street 
with soft, unimpasffloned glory. 

" How light transfigures ! " mused Janet, leaning 
from the window. *' It restores an earth untainted. 
Just now it is joy to look out on this dreary 
squalor. I have felt the same thing walking down 
Lincoln Street in the bright spring sunshine." 

" Yes, is n't it strange 1 " The visionary look of 
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the Celt was in Katie's eyes. " I 've wondered 
about tbat bo often. Yon can't see the light. It 
on]y shows other things. And what it ehows is 
ugly. Yet when it 's there yon 're glad." 

Mildred lifted her pure face to the pure planet. 

" It la always there," she said in a low Toioe. 
*' The tired old earth circling through Bpaoe. can 
never escape it. Over our ravaged civilizations the 
light from heav^i forever shines. That is because 
joy is a larger fact than pun, and love than sin." 
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